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WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 



CHAPTEE L 



"Bother that ouldcock!" said Bill Jennings ; **it 
canna be momin' yet." 

The bird in answer to this query crowed, if pos- 
sible, louder than before ; and Bill, for very peace 
sake, crawled out from his hot, steamy box-bed, 
slipped on his stockings, and, stumbling over a couple 
of chairs whereon one of his children slept, opened 
the door of the hovel that called him master. The 
fowls, as soon as the fresh air ruffled their feathers, 
flew down from the top of the partition which divided 
the cottage into two rooms (though it rose no higjier 
than the waU-plate), and strutted out in the hope of 
surprising some unsuspecting slugs and worms as 
soon as daylight might appear. 

BiU put his nose outside the doorway, but quickly 
drew it back, as the south-east wind blew the cold 
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sleet full ill his face, and, shutting the rickety door, 
returned to complete his toilet. Without other light 
than the dull glimmering of the fire made of anthra- 
cite culm and clay mixed, that burned all night, and 
made the room in which himself, wife, three daugh- ^ 
ters, and the baby slept as hot as an oven, he put on 
his rough and ragged clothes, and, utterly oblivious 
of the use of soap ttnd water, he then filled a short 
pipe, lit it, gave a puff or two, and set out to feed his 
master's horses at Thomtree Farm. 

Four long miles had Bill to walk before he reached 
the stable. The wind whistled round him, the sleet 
froze in his whiskers. In vain he buttoned his old 
coat to the chin, and turned up the collar round his 
ears — the cold sleet made his teeth chatter so that 
he could scarcely hold his pipe in his mouth. 

When he reached the farm there was a hght in 
the stable. " Zouks ! " said Bill to himself, " Master's 
up, and I shall catch it." 

" Is that you. Bill ? " said old Milkwort, as he 
opened the door of the reeking out-house, where the 
horses were kept. " WTbtere the deuce have you been 
all day ? — I can't stand this nohow : here's five 
o'clock, and not a horse fed." 

"Tis a long pull from my house," growled the 
ploughman in an apologetic tone. 

" Then you should get up sooner ! " 

Bill made no reply, but, proceeding to mix some 
chaff and pounded furze, he placed their morning 
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aQowance before his own team, and, taking up a wisp 
of straw, commenced rubbing them down. 

By this time young Milkwort and another plough- 
boy made their appearance, and were in their turn 
reproved for their indolence. 

" When I was a boy," said the lather, " I alius 
finished my horses by four o'clock. But now there's 
nothing but courtin' going on every night, and that's 
how work isn't done ! " 

^ Will ye give the, horses a bit o' com this momin', 
father ? " said the son. 

" No ! " replied the father ; " oats once a day is 
plenty for horses when there's nothing but ploughin' 
for 'em to do ;" and, having deliver^ himself of this 
observation, he returned to the house, to assure him- 
self that the maids were stirring. 

The stable- work completed. Bill, young Milkwort, 
and the ploughboy adjourned to the kitchen, where 
their breakfast awaited them. A long deal table 
occupied the centre of the room. On the end nearest 
the fire stood three smoking bowls of budrum — i, e. a 
mixture of oatmeal and oat husks steeped in water 
until it had become sour, then strained, boiled, and 
served up hot, when of the consistency of thin gruel. 
TJiis compoimd sweetened with treacle, together with 
a good supply of barley-bread baked on the girdle- 
stone, formed the meal. 

The two younger men, as well as Bill, did ample 
justice to the fare ; and, having finished their repast, 
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they again returned to the stable, pnt the plough- 
harness on the horses, and reached the sc^ie of their 
day's work just as the cold grey dawn crept stealthily 
over the fields, as if the daylight ¥ridied its arriyal to 
be mmoticed, like a seedily-dressed man aniYing ina 
room fall of swells. 

''Come meer, Jasper — ^what's the matter of the 
onld maar, mnn?" then a sharp jerk at the ploogfa- 
line, a kick on the pastern, and the old animal 
stepped slowly forward to be hooked on to the plough, 
which, with perhaps a pause of ten minutes, while 
her driyer ate his bread and cheese, she with her 
mate, Warwick, would haye to drag through the stiff 
mould till four in the afternoon. Bight weU Jasper 
knew there was no hurry, though her hide rose in 
wrinkles with the cold. 

" Gee, Warwick ! — come up, Jasper ! " — ^these and 
a score of similar polite requests, made by each of 
the ploughmen to their teams, the tramp of feet, the 
rattle of the chains, and the grating noise of the 
ploughshare turning over the soil, were the only 
sounds that broke the silence of that drear stnbble 
field, on a cold February morning in the year 
18—. 

Bill and his feUow ploughmen, stopping now and 
then at the land's end, blew the tips of their fingers, 
which peeped through the grey worsted mittens, and 
thrashed their arms against their sides with enough 
force to beat the life out of the body of less sturdily- 
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knit frames ; yet, for all this, their noses and cheeks 
were blue, and the sleet, penetrating the old cordu* 
roys, chilled the wettrers to the bone. 

Nothing daunted by the inclemency of the wea* 
ther, the ploughmen continued their monotonous 
work ; for farm-servants can always fiwe worse wea- 
ther than their horses. If the animals can stand out, 
the men never dream of seeking shelter. Horses 
cost money to buy, money to cure them when ill, 
and money to provide them with food, even when 
they are unable to work ; but the labourer is only 
paid when his health and strength permit him to 
earn his wage. And when invalided? Well! he 
must trust to Providence or the parish : besides, the 
doctor is paid the same salary whether the number 
of his patients be few or many. Under aU circum- 
stances horses are more valuable cattle than their 
drivers. 

Scarcely a word enlivened their task. Now and 
then a snipe lit on the field, and again started off, 
screaming "scaape, scaape;" or, a couple of wild 
ducks whirred over their heads on their way to the 
river. 

"What d'ye say, bouys, to a bit o' bread and 
cheese ? " said BiU. 

** Ay I " said the ploughboy. 

^ Don't mind ! " said young Milkwort. And 
drawing up their teams, under the " sheltry 
hedge," each took out from beneath his waistcoat a 
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dirty canvas bag, containing some of the afore-men- 
tioned barley cakes and a yellow tough-looking sub- 
stance made from "skim milk," dignified by the. 
name of cheese, now warmed to the same tempera- 
ture as the owner's body, and which no person with 
digestion less powerM than an ostrich's could dream 
of eating. 

The horses picked their teeth with the thorn, 
prickles, and tore up some of the soil for tooth 
powder: occasionaUy varying the entertainment 
with a blade or two of withered grass, and by 
rattKng the bridle bits up and down thTir ims ihey 
cheated their fancy with the playful imitation of 
eating. 

A few minutes suflSced for dinner ; and once more 
the ploughs were at work, the horses whisking their 
taik, expanding their nostrils, and maintaining a 
sublime indifference alike to the uncomplimentary 
observations of their drivers and to the frequent 
tuggings at the plough-lines, all of which failed to 
quicken their funereal march as they paced along 
the furrows. 

The grey light became darker. It was the signal 
all understood. 

The horses were stopped, the plough-lines coiled 
up and hung on the harness, the chains hooked to 
the back band, and the ploughs were turned upside 
down. 

'^My shaar must go to shop," said BQI; and 
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taking off the ploughshare, he flung it on his 
shoulder, scrambled on Jasper's back despite the 
ridge of bone that would have divided the vertebne 
of ordinary men, and rode home to the farmhouse, 
followed by his companions. 

After the horses were rubbed, littered down, and 
fed, the men once more adjourned to the kitchen, 
where supper was-being prepared. 

The water in which the bacon had that day been 
boiled for old Milkwort and his family had been 
carefully preserved, and now thickened with oatmeal, 
was poured out into huge porringers. A large pfle 
of greasy cabbage also smoked on the board, and 
this, together with the everlasting barley cake, com- 
posed the entertainment. 

To the uninitiated the fumes of the viands might 
have been thought " strong," — ^to Bill Jennings they 
were the odours of savoury food that his soul de- 
lighted in. The very idea of bacon which the board 
conveyed was in itseK no small gratification ; as for 
the flesh, he could not hope in his station of life to 
see it often except on the rafters above his head; 
and doubtless if his imagination ever pictured the 
delights of another world, he revelled in dreams of a 
land where roast pigs run about with knives and 
forks in their mouths requesting the blessed to eat 
them. 

Bill's wet clothes smoked as he sat close to the 
fire ; but he was hot outside, and hot and full within. 
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SO why should he trouble himseK with fancies about 
colds and rheumlBitism ? Is not the wind tempered 
to the shorn lamb ? has not the rhinoceros a thick 
skin? and ploughmen £tre of the order of pachyderm 
mata. If he had reflected at all his cogitations 
might have been of a similar kind ; but Bill was a 
practical stoic, so he filled his pipe, bade his fellow- 
servants good night, and trudged oS in the dark to 
his home. 
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CHAPTEE IL 

Tramp, tramp, tramp, through mire and sludge, over 
slippery stiles and paths through ploughed fields^ 
sometimes sheltered by a friendly hedge, as often 
exposed to the keen wind and driving mist, Bill 
reached his abode at eight o'clock. 

« Here's father," said three or four ragged urchins, 
as he opened the door; but his treasures of this 
kind were so numerous that he took little heed of 
them, and sitting doym on the settle by the fire^ 
asked his wife, " Is the babby in bed ? " Bill was 
not a talkative man, and here the conversation would 
doubtless have ended had his spouse been of the 
same mind as himself. 

Betty Jennings, the mother of eight chfldren, was 
a woman whose age stood midway between thirty 
and forty, but she might easily have passed for ten 
or fifteen years older. 

In her youth she had been good-looking, after the 
style of rustic beauty, red cheeks, bright black eyes, 
and any features ; but inattention to the lavatory 
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process, hard work, short commons, and nursing 
eight infants, had effectually removed all traces of 
comeliness. Deep lines marked her forehead, the 
comers of her mouth, and eyes. Her hair was 
entirely concealed in a dirty mob cap fitting close to 
the head, and surrounded in front by a limp friU 
some two and a quarter inches deep. She wore a 
tight-fitting jacket of brown cloth, which terminated 
in a lappet falling below her waist, and ornamented 
at the back with two blue glass buttons, her skirt 
was of brownish-black stuff, the legs of a pair of old 
white cotton stockings were drawn over her arms for 
sleeves, and leather clogs with iron-bound woodeU' 
soles completed her costume. 

"Art thee wet. Bill?" 

" Ees," was the reply. 

" Thee'st better get into bed, and I'll put thy ould 
rags to dry; they'll scrove stoutly agin the fire by 
the momin'." 

Bill availed himself of his wife's suggestion, and 
got into the square wooden construction known as a 
box bed, the doorway of which commanded a full 
view of the fire. 

** The balls is most all gone. Bill ; when shall yotf 
have the horses to drive home a load o' culm ? " 

" Not afore Monday week." 

« What shall I do for firing then ? " 

" Bum sticks I " 

" Where am I to get 'em throm ? " 
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*' Send the childem to gether some 'bout the 
hedges." 

" The barley-mears most out, and there's not a 
morsel of sowl in the house " (z.e. cheese or butter). 

« Well," said BiU. 

« Well ! " echoed Betty, " if s all very fine fo^ thee 
to say weU, when thy belly is full of good porridge ! 
Me and the childem had nothin' this blessed day 
inside our mouths but a bit of bread and glaster ! " ♦ 

Bill answered with a grunt. 

Betty resumed. " And there's nothing for women 
to do on the farm now; and if there was, what's 
threepence a day and victuals, when there's a family 
at home as must live? Ay, 'tis hard times, with 
barley at four shillin's a' Winchester and wages five 
and sixpence ; I wish the Lord would give the 
measters a taste o' the way we lives." 

** What's the use o' grumblin,' woman ? there's no 
labourin' man a gettin' more nor me." 

This was an unanswerable argument, so the wife 
ceased her jeremiad and proceeded to make her final 
dispodtions for the nights 

The Jennings family consisted of ten souls, father^, 
mother, and eight children. The eldest, Sally, was 
sixteen years of age, and a servant at the Milkworts,' 
where she received three pounds sterling per annum 
and a canvas apron. The eldest son was employed 

* Glaster, batter-milk and water, or nulk and water. 



12 ' A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 

by another farmer, the second girl remained at home, 
as did the rest of the family ; but the fourth child, a 
boy, received his food for running on messages, &c., 
at the little inn in the neighbouring village. Eight 
individuals, three of whom were of the male sex, had 
to be accommodated in a mud cottage containing 
two rooms. Father, mother, and the two youngest 
children occupied the box building, Johnny slept on 
two chairs, his little brother nestled qn the settle, 
and a truckle bed accommodated the two girls in the 
inner room. 

The Jennings were more fortunate than many of 
their neighbours ; their large family had grown up 
comparatively speaking slowly, so that the eldest 
had cleared out before the youngest arrived. Many 
a cottage near them had ten inmates, and bundles 
of rags strewed on the floor for a bed was no uncom- 
mon arrangement So when Betty saw her house- 
hold arranged for the m'ght in the manner narrated, 
it was with a feeling of satisfaction she blew out the 
guttering dip candle, and retired to dream of the land 
where none of the inhabitants are of necessity 
granivprous animals. 

Soon nothing was heard but the hard breathing of 
the elder sleepers until morning arrived and Bill as 
usual turned out his fowls before day, and followed 
himself soon afterwards. 

Hours before the dawn Betty was a-foot and all 
her household stirring — not that there was anything 
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particular to do, for milk does not require much time 
to warm, and that with bread completed the family 
breakfast 

^ Kot thee, Jenny ! " said the mother, " thee'st had 
enough, thee'lt never stop eatin'." Long before 
nature had cried hold, the provisions prepared were 
consumed. 

Morning at last dawned, and the weather was un- 
changed from the previous day. Johnny had gone 
to the Tun. Jenny and the next in age, George, set 
out in search of sticks for firewood. Nancy nursed 
the baby, and the remaining infant rolled on the 
floor, and got picked up, shook and set down again, 
as often as he managed to get into his mother's way, 
namely, about every ten minutes. 
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CHAPTEE IIL 

• 

The reader in rather an unceremonious manner has 
been introduced to the Milkworts. Who and what 
Mr. Milkwort was we shall now proceed to show. 
Twenty-five years before the date of this history a 
young labourer and his wife counted up their worldly 
goods as they sat in their cottage by the window. 
It was the evening of their wedding day ; with the 
future before them they were taking stock of all 
they possessed. Item, a bedstead and oaten-dust 
bed ; item, certain bedclothes of wool and cotton ; 
item, Q( deal table and six birch chairs ; item, a 
wooden clock and two iron candlesticks ; item, 
sundry articles of glass and ware ; item, twenty-one 
shillings and sixpence of the coin of the realm. 
Besides these worldly goods the young man possessed 
strong arms and good tools, and the wife sound 
Jiealth and an active mind. This thoughtful pair 
were Henry Milkwort and Anne his wife. 

Fortune favoured the young people, and before 
they were married two years, no child being yet bom 
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to them^ they boarded a middle-aged man of weak 
intellect who had had some little legacy left him a 
few years previously. 

The honest gains derived from an easy non-inquir- 
ing lodger proved acceptable to the Milkworts, who 
were now enabled to keep another pig. 

Permitting eighteen months to elapse from this 
date, if we look in on the young folks one fine sum- 
mer morning at daybreak, we shall see Henry com- 
ing to the bedside where his wife lay half awake. 

" Nancy ! Nancy, get up I he's dead ! " 

" Dead 1 whose dead ?" said Nancy, starting up. 

*' Why Jopling ! " 

" Jopling dead ? " 

«AyI" 

Nancy rose at once, and soon satisfied herself that 
her husband's tale was correct, and came back to 
where he stood and looked up into his face. A 
strange expression flitted across the countenances of 
both. Whether the part of E^e be hereditary in 
woman we know not, but she first spaka 
He's got no family, nor relations ! " 
That's true, Nancy ! " replied the husband. 

" I wonder what's in his box under the bed ? " 

*' Clothes I should think." 

** Nothin' else ? " 

"I can't say!" 

" Suppose we look, Henry, there can't be no harm 
in looking I" 
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Henry assented to this proposition, being in com- 
mon with his better half of an inquiring mind. 

The large deal box which contained all the worldly 
goods (as far as was known) of the deceased was 
dragged out into the middle of the room, the keys 
were found beneath the pillow whereon the dead 
man's head lay with his eyes unclosed, as if on guard. 
The chest was opened. It was fall of clothes ; and 
contained besides one or two books and some tobacco ; 
the latter was removed. Then one by one each 
article was taken out, and at the bottom was a 
leather purse, which the deceased had often exhi- 
bited* This held a few shillings and som6 pence 
only. A look of disappointment was apparent on 
the fSetees of both inquisitors, but neither spake. 
Everything was removed from the chest, and at last 
in a comer wrapt up in a. bit of rug fifty golden 
guineas were discovered. 

Long and earnestly husband and wife gazed on 
the precious coin. Henry held it in his hand motion- 
less ; and his wife carefully replaced the purse with 
its silver and pence, and every other article except 
the gold, then closing the lid, she secured the lock, 
and her husband replaced the box where they found 
it. 

** What are you standing there gaping for, Henry ? 
Gh> and tell the neighbours that poor Jopling is 
dead." The husband started at this appeal, and 
first secreting the booty, set out on his errand. ; 
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No little surprise was expressed by the people in 
the neighbourhood that no money was found on the 
deceased, not in fact enough to bury him without 
selling his clothes. But there was no near relative 
to make a fuss, so why should people trouble their 
heads about business that did not belong to them ? 

When the • ensuing Michaelmas arrived, Henry 
Milkwort took three large meadows, and bought 
seven fine cows. The folks stared and whispered, 
but Milkwort and his wife throve. No disease 
carried oflF their cattle, the thunder never turned 
their milk sour, the hay harvest was as good for him 
as his neighbours. Providence did not judge him ; 
perhaps after all the Milkworts were belied. At any 
rate they made more money out of their cows than 
any other persons in the parish. 

The snowball when set a rolling speedily increases, 
and as money makes money, so the Milkworts pros- 
pered. Henry now added the calling of a butcher to 
his other means of bread getting, and found that the 
intimate knowledge of cattle he thus acquired proved 
of immense advantage to him in making purchases, 
so that, whenever a bargain was presented to his 
notice, he knew how to avail himself of it. It was a 
pleasant sight to watch Milkwort strolling among his 
live stock destined for the shambles, and to remark 
the aflfectionate interest he took in the health and 
prosperity of his four-footed friends, now and then 
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addressing some affectionate observation, or occa- 
sionally a word of reproach. 

" Ah I you're a beautiful beast as ever I seed, you'll 
weigh six hundred and a half ; and you only cost me 
fourteen sovereigns, and beefs sixpence a pound, 
and talla sills well.'' 

"Ah! you tight-skinned brute" (to another), 
" you're not mendin a bit. I've got a bad bargain in 
you, and shall hardly get my money back again. A 
dear, a dear ! I wish I never set eyes upon you." 

But, despite the drawbacks of buying an occasional 
ox that fattened slowly. Milkwort crept steadily on, 
and subsequently took Thomtree Farm. His agri- 
cultural investments continued to prove remunera- 
tive. They could not fail to do so. He always gave 
the lowest current wages, and worked his men and 
horses harder than any other former in the parish. 
He invariably bought cheap, and never followed the 
same rule in selling ; and except getting drunk twice 
a year at his own expense, he spent no money in the 
luxuries of life, living as plainly as his farm servants. 
His household consisted of his wife, his son, and him- 
self, two female servants, one of whom was Sally 
Jennings, and the ploughboy before mentioned : the 
other men lived in their own cottages. 

Mrs. Milkwort was a hard-working energetic woman. 
Her arms were as strong as a pugilist's ; her face, 
once good looking, had become very fat, and the 
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little red veins that spread in a complicated network 
over her cheeks, seemed ever on the point of burst- 
ing, so surcharged were they with the vital liquid. 
Where she ruled martial law prevailed; no man 
could face that two-edged sword, her tongue, and 
even her own sex trembled before her, and found 
it wisest to be on good terms with the missis. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

« 

''It's time you was up," said Mrs. | Milkwort to her 
husband one morning in February. Milkwort, ii^ 
reply to the summons, rubbed his eyes, rose, put on 
his nether garments, and groped his way downstairs, 
'' in his stocking feet," to the kitchen, put the end of 
a long sulphur match in the fire, and lit a candle. 
The clock struck four ! 

" How the boys and maids do sleep ! " muttered the 
farmer to himself. But their dreams were destined 
to be soon disturbed by the hoarse summons of their 
master, and in ten minutes the household was ready 
to commence the daily work. Mrs. Milkwort con- 
trived to be down two seconds before her handmaids, 
which enabled her to expatiate with propriety on the 
growing indolence of the age, and the shameful 
slothfulness of her servants in particular. The good 
woman was a living Leyden jar, always charged or 
being recharged after discharging. 

" Sally,'* said she, as Jennings arrived in the kit- 
chen, " there's that kettle of hay tea boiled just dry. 
I tell thee what it is ; there's a devil in thee — didn't 
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I say to thee last night, * Put the kettle at the back 
of the fire/ and thoti'st put it on the hob to spite me 
— am't ye asheamed of yourself?" Mrs. Milkwort, 
always on* the qui vive to detect delinquencies, had 
hastily removed the li^ of the vessel ; and whether 
it was the steam which prevented her seeing cor- 
rectly, or whether the candle was not raised suffi- 
ciently high to enable her J;o form a correct opinion, 
we know not ; but the fact, to the best of her belief, 
was as she stated it. Sally, however, who possessed 
as independent a spirit as her missis, at once pro- 
ceeded to investigate the circumstance— and blowing 
aside the vapour peeped in ; then turning round with 
a trmmphant air curtly said, '' It's no sieh thing ! " 

Mrs. M. hated contradiction, especially if she was 
in the wrong. 

** You dare to tell me I tell a lie ? *' rejoined that 
lady, waxing hot. 

"No, I didn't say you told a lie ; I said the kettle 
isn't boiled dry." 

" You aggravatin' huzzy, you know you did ! " 

*' I didn't." 

Mrs. Milkwort replied with a knock-down argu- 
ment, but Sally slipped aside, and Milkwort, coming 
in, interposed 

"Get out and feed the caves,* maids," said he; 
and the damsels, nothing loth, seized the crock of 
hay tea, and proceeded to obey their mastei*'s orders. 

• Anglice, calves. 
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In a few minutes Mrs. Milkwort was in the yard, 
shouting, "Are you going to stop there all day? 
Sally, go and fetch in the cows, and Jenny, come 
you in and scald the pans." 

As an industrious farme];'s wife, Mrs. Milkwort 
prided herself upon the order of her dairy. The 
walls were carefully whitewashed, and always main- 
tained in spotless purity. The stone floor was clean 
as a table, except that it was ornamented with won- 
drous floral designs executed in chalk (from which 
the spirit drawings have since been taken). 

The wooden utensils were scoured white, and the 
hoops of the milk buckets shone like silrer. In vain 
her eye ranged round the apartment in search of 
some evidence of neglect: the milk was turned 
down ; the cream put into the pot ; and Jenny pro- 
ceeded to wash the pans, her mistress standing over 
her on guard, though silent. Jenny finished her 
task to her own satisfaction, and was about proceed- 
ing to other work. 

"Have you done, Jenny?" said Mrs. M., in an 
ironical tone. 

^' Yes 'em!" 

" I thought so," was the reply. " Just like you, 
you dirty slut ; the pans isn't half washed. How '11 
the milk keep sweet, if the pans isn't clean ? How '11 
the cream be good, if the milk's stinking ? how '11 
the butter be nice, if the cream's bad ? Jenny, you 
and Sally means to ruin me. I alius had the name 
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of bringing the best butter to market, and what oo'd 
it be if I left it to you ? for shame, you nasty huzzy ! " 
Mrs. M's. voice trembled ; she stood the picture of 
injured innocence, except that her eyes danced in 
their sockets, and both arms were akimbo. 

" You're a wicked woman, Jenny," said she ; " pour 
on more hot water ;" and seizing the clout, she swept 
it round and round the pans with such energy that 

to her servant, she gasped out, "Get out of my 
sight! Gro into the kitchen and get the men*s 
breakfast ; for shame ! " 

Mrs. Milkwort knew well that the "mistress's 
eyes are worth more than her hands." Bight care- 
4 did she s^^tend he. ™rio^ d„L: ihe 
cow-house, the calves' cot, the bam, and the poultry- 
yard, were in turn visited. Two turkeys were bled 
to death ; four geese and four fowls were decapitated, 
to be plucked and prepared that evening for the 
next day's market; the butter was churned and 
made ; the bacon pigs were visited, and then came 
the dinner hour ; but the meal which she and her 
husband partook of together consisted only of rice 
and milk, with a good allowance of bread and cheese 
for dessert At four o'clock, however, she and the 
girls sat down to tea and, luxury of luxuries, hot bread. 

If there was any part of the four-and-twenty hours 
when this good woman relaxed the bonds of disci- 
pline, it was when in front of the kitchen fire with 
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its clean-swept hearth and its hissing kettle, she 
sipped her favourite beverage poured from a black 
teapot that had stewed for half-an-hour previously 
on the hob, till every portion of colouring matter was 
extracted. 

Every cup was filled till it overflowed, when a few 
drops of good milk were added, and a little portion 
of sugar. Firstly, the cup was laid upon the table, 
and, balancing the saucer on the tips of her thumb 
and fingers, she slowly conveyed it to her mouth, 
gracefully manoeuvring it until she finished its con- 
tents, and replaced it on the board to be replenished. 

This was the period of the day when the affairs of 
their woman's world were usually discussed; when 
Molly John's husband's conviction, and Lucy Jones's 
misfortune, or Farmer So-and-So's approaching mar- 
riage were canvassed, with every other kindred topic 
that especially concerns the fair sex, from China to 
Peru. 

Whether Mrs. Milkwort more than usually enjoyed 
her bohea, or whether the tales of her companions 
had more than ordinary interest, we know not ; but 
the entertainment was prolonged fully five minutes 
beyond the usual time: then suddenly recollecting 
herself, and starting like a person caught in the act 
of committing some misdeed, she got up, exclaiming, 
** Bless me, girls ! wash up the things ; the men will 
be in to their supper afore we're ready for ^em. Look 
smart now for once in your lives." 
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Thus the momentary daydream was dispelled, and 
each person returned to her duties. 

That evening there was some harness to mei^d, 
and the poultry also had to be feathered. It being 
Friday night, moreover, there were no candles in the 
house ; for Mrs. M. always laid in her dips weekly 
when she was out of her home-made stock, 'which 
was at this time the case. Calculating their con- 
sumption to a nicety she never provided any surplus 
quantity, for when she erred at all it was on the 
side of economy. Thus it frequently happened that 
during the evening before market-day the household 
would have been in darkness but for some ingenious 
contrivance which she prided herself on. Taking a 
large piece of rag, she covered it thickly with suet 
and other fat ; then rolling it up she was provided 
with a torch that illuminated the room to perfection. 

By the light of this jolly taper the whole party 
were soon at work ; and as the maids could not very 
easily err in feathering geese and turkeys, their 
mistress's mind was easy, and her tongue moderately 
quiet. The men completed their work first, and 
retired to bed; but the clock had struck twelve 
before the good wife, last to leave the scene of action, 
rejoined her liege lord. 



26 A WOMAN AGAINST TH^ WORLD. 



CHAPTEE V. 

"How d'ye do, Mrs. Milkwort?" said a tall man, 
dressed in black, to that lady, as she stood in front of 
her basket in the market at Arlerigge, eagerly look- 
ing out for customers. 

" Oh, dear me, Mr. Jones ! is it you ? How are you, 
sir?" 

"Quite well, thank you. I hope the master is 
hearty." 

" Oh, yes ; he's like a bit of flint ; there's never 
nothing the matter of him," replied his spouse ; " and 
how is your mother, Mr. Jones ?" 

"Pretty well for an old woman. The Lord is 
very merciful to her in giving her so much good 
health, at her advanced time of life ; but then you 
know ' He taketh his elect under his peculiar care.* 
How is butter selling, ma'm ?" he continued, almost 
in a breath. 

Mr. Jones was the minister of the church of 
Bethlehem, as the Baptist meeting-house was called 
in the village of Shale End, to^ which denomination 
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of Christians the majority of the people in that 
neighbourhood belonged, and the Milkworts were 
among the elite of his congregation. In person he 
was a fine man, about twenty-two years of age, well 
proportioned, with a good-looking face, and beautifully 
white teeth, of which he was very proud, though few 
of his flock in this feature resembled him. His 
voice was soft, yet deep; and when he thundered 
forth his denunciations against sinners in general and 
episcopfidians in particular, the very slates on his 
chapel-roof trembled in sympathy with the con- 
sciences of those old ladies who remained awake— or 
were suddenly startled from sleep — to find that the 
thunder they were dreaming of proceeded from the 
Jupiter in a white tie and tail coat. 

When Mr. Jones took one of the wealthy members 
of his congregation by the hand, he threw such a 
look of affectionate interest in his glance, that no one 
could doubt the depth or sincerity of his Christian 
love. 

" Did you ask how butter was sellin' to-day, Mr. 
Jones?" 

" Yes, ma'am, I did." 

" Fourteen pence a-pound ! " 

** A very good price, indeed," replied the minister. 
" But we must beware of the deceitfulness of riches. 
Prosperity is a snare, Mrs. Milkwort. You know 
that there's a mission sermon to be preached to- 
morrow evening. I hope I shall see you at chapel." 
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" I hope so/* said Mrs. M., omitting the sir, which 
she thought was hardly required with the prospect 
before her of the dreadful brass pan, in which every 
copper clinked, so that the whole congregation knew 
who were giving, or who were withholding their 
filthy lucre. 

Nevertheless the good woman had rather a weak« 
ness for preachers; she thought that hospitality to 
them brought luck, and that she might in this manner 
receive an instalment while on earth of the treasures 
so freely promised from the pulpit. 

<< Di^ I say the sermon was to be preached to- 
morrow evening?" 

" Yes, Mr. Jones." 

" Then I misspoke — ^I should have said to-morrow • 
afternoon." 

" K you will come and take a cup of tea with us 
after the service, Mr. Jones, Milkwort will be glad of 
your cdmpany." 

" Thank you," replied the minister. " The Thomas's 
asked me, and so did the Samson's ; but I'll teU them 
to excuse me this time." 

Mrs. M. felt a little flattered at the preference ac- 
corded to her invitation, and inwardly determined 
that the pikelets for which she was famous, though 
she was rarely guilty of such extravagance, should on 
the coming occasion sustain her reputation. 

On her return she informed her husband of the 
expected guest, and he being naturally of a more 



A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 29 

sociable disposition than his wife^ determined to ask 
the schoolmaster, who occasionally wrote a letter for 
him, and made out an account \chen Tequired. Mrs. 
Milkwort did not receive the proposition with much 
grace, but as the preacher was her guest, it was fair 
that her husband should ask his friend ; so she held 
her peace. 

Although it was known that there would be a col- 
lection during the service (after the prayers had 
finished, and before the sermon began), the little 
meeting-house was quite full. Jones knew his. con- 
gregation, and, sensible man, did not calculate on 
his eloquence extracting an additional haU^enny ; as 
every one of his hearers had brought with them the 
sum they meant to give, and no more. Therefore his 
discourse was of the grace-after-meat style, and the 
more relished by the people because th^ pang of 
giving money had been endured, and they could now 
listen at ease. 

The usual discord having been sung, the service 
terminated. 

" What a beautiful sarmon," said one. 

**It was a wonderful discourse,!' observed another. 

" What a awful case is the unbeliever's," groaned 
an old woman. 

" But the elect is safe," cried another. 

By this time Jones had joined his flock, and 
smiling at some, squeezing others by the hand, he 
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singled out his entertainers, and walked with them 
to Thomtree. 

The fire was lit in the parlour. The brass candle- 
sticks shone like gold on the chimney-piece, outflank- 
ing a yellow cat and kittens, two shepherdesses, and 
a bowl of fruit done in clay, and fancifiilly coloured, 
like the majoUca fountain at the Exhibition. 

The clean sand sparkled on the floor; the best 
china, with a gold sprig pattern, stood in array on 
the black japanned tea-tray, and together with the 
sugar and slop basins, in part concealed the birds of 
oriental plumage that disported themselves thereon 
among golden roses and other non-Linnsean flowers, 
that formed such a glorious picture when it stood in 
ordinary on the top of the family bible which rested 
on the side table. 

The preacher sat himself down in one of the arm- 
chairs by the fireplace, vis-a-vis to old Milkwort, 
whose wife had disappeared to follow the example of 
Mary, but not, like her, to meet with a reproof. 

" I wonder why the schoolmaster is so late,** said 
the farmer. 

" Do you expect William Marston, then ? '* 

^' I axed him to drop in and take a cup o* tea along 
wi us. 

" Hem ! ** said Mr. Jones with a depreciatory grunt. 

" William is a main decent chap,*' said the 
farmer. 
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" Well/' rejoined Jones, " it's not for me to judge 
any man, but 

"But what?" 

" Don't lean on a broken reed, lest it pierce your 
side." 

At this instant the latch of the outer door was 
raised and the person in question entered. 

William Marston was a cotemporary of the 
preacher. His stature was of the middle height. 
His features were rugged without being coarse, but 
the clear bright glance of his large grey eyes re- 
deemed every other defect ; there the soul shone 
forth, and every child could understand and read the 
inscription written in characters of light — " an honest 



man." 



About a year previously he had been appointed to 
the charge of the village charity school, endowed by 
an old lady (long since dead) with forty pounds a 
year, and a comfortable cottage. 

Why he had accepted such a situation was an 
enigma to the bucolic mind, since even the farmers 
perceived that his attainments were very superior to 
those of the class of men who generally undertake 
the education of poor children. Yet withal he 
seemed content; and though he led a retired life, 
he never was above sitting at a neighbour's table. 
His former history was not accurately known, and 
the fact thai a very little mystery existed as to his 
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antecedents, was suflScient to give rise to many 
absurd stories. 

" Good morning, Mr. Milkwort,*' said he in a clear 
full-toned voice. " I fear I am late. And good even- 
ing to you Mr. Jones ; and there's the mistress. I hope 
you are well, ma'am?" Having thus greeted the 
whole party he took the proffered seat at the table, 
round which the others now gathered. 

The hostess disappeared, and shortly after appeared 
again with the tea-pot ; and following her, came 
Sally Jennings, bearing a huge pile of smoking 
pickelets, most appetizing to look at. 

The distance between servant and master was not 
too great to prevent the guests addressing a kindly 
word to the rustic belle, whose black eyes brightened 
when Marston said, * Are you quite well, Sally ? " 
But when the preacher addressed a similar observa- 
tion, a deep colour suffused her cheeks, flushing up 
to her eyebrows. 

Sally was dressed in the same fashion as her 
mother, whom we have presented to the reader, 
except that she wore no cap, and was scrupulously 
clean. Her hair was very dark, and hung in low 
bands in front, twisted up in a knot behind, and 
fastene4 with a hair-pin. The tight-fitting jacket 
displayed her pretty figure; and the short skirt 
exhibited as neat a foot and ankle as ever tripped 
it in a ball-room. Eound her neck she wore a red 
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and white silk kerchief, crossed in front, where the 
jacket was cut low, beneath which the ends were 
concealed, while from her arms fluttered two or 
three streamers of coloured ribbon. 

Sally, or as she was commonly called, pretty 
Sally, was a great favourite among the young men 
in the neighbourhood, and more than one farmer's 
son had essayed to win her smile, yonng Milkwort 
among the rest; but, fortunately for his peace, his 
mother's lynx eye had not penetrated the secret. 

But Sally cared, or pretended to care, for none! 
She Uked to laugh and talk, and chaff, and that was 
alL When she was quizzed about any of her beaux 
she would reply, " La ! I'm not seventeen yet ; time 
and to spare for me." 

"How pretty Sally is looking to-night!" said 
Marston to his hostess. 

The preacher raised his eyes, and seeing that he 
was unobserved scanned the speaker's face. 

" Ay ! " said Mrs. Milkwort ; " she's very well fgr 
that ; but give me a girl as can work ! " 

"Is not Sally very industrious? I have always 
understood she is most exertive." 
• " Ah ! you men are all the same ; you can alius 
find a deal of vartue in a pretty face ! " 

Jones broke in with a serious air — " Ah ! poor 
thing ; she's an unbaptized sinner, and that bright 
countenance is but the mask of a decaying soul." 

It was now Marston's turn to stare. " Surely, Mr. 

VOL. I. D 
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Jones," said he, " you do not deny the possibility of 
salvation to all who .are not within the {)ale of your 
Church?" 

" I am not a judge in Israel," replied the preacher. 
" My duty is to declare the Word of God, and we 
are told that except a man be bom of water and tiie 
Spirit he cannot be saved." 

" You cannot apply this doctrine literally," ui^ed 
Marston. 

" Why not ? " said the preacher. 

" Because it narrows the number of the redeemed 
to a mere remnant." 

"Strait is the way, and narrow is- the gate, and 
few there be who enter therein. You dare not deny 
the truth of God." 

Milkwort and his wife groaned. 

"But Sally was baptized by the clergyman," 
rejoined Marston. 

" Infant baptism ;" said the preacher with uplifted 
hands; "don't talk to me of the merits of that 
human ordinance — ^that worse than useless doctrine 
of an unscriptural Church." 

" Hush ! " said Marston, " you are declaiming, not 
reasoning." 

" Don't say * Hush ! ' to me, Mr. Marston. I am 
bound to speak the truth, in season and out of 
season." 

" Amen," cried the host and hostess. 

"Let us thank God, my friends," continued he. 
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addressing his entertainers; "that we are blessed 
with the light of truth.'* 

Marston perceiving the impossibility of conducting 
an argument with his opponent, and also that the 
prejudices of the Milkworts were dead against him, 
suffered the subject to drop, and the conversation 
soon became general. 

" How sadly the education of the labouring classes 
(and with all due deference I may say their mas- 
ters' too), has been neglected, Mr. Jones. Scarcely 
an adult can read, and very few can write I " 

"I see your mind, Mr. Marston," replied Jones, 
"is running on secular education, and the vain 
knowledge that puffeth up men's minds and renders 
them an easy prey for the evil one. But I think I 
may say, without taking too much to the pastors of 
the Church of which I am an unworthy niember, 
that the spiritual education of the people has not 
been forgotten." 

" No, indeed," broke in Mrs. Milkwort, to whom 
the long silence she had maintained proved very 
irksome. . " I must say that the Great Shepherd has 
a nice flock here." 

"What shepherd did you say, Nancy?" exclaimed 
old Milkwort, who after vainly trying to understand 
what was being urged on either side, had become 
semi-oblivious, until this familiar name vibrated on 
his ear. "What shepherd do you mean, Nancy?'* 
he reiterated. 

D 2 
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" Why John the Baptist, to be sure ! " replied his 
wife in a triumphant tone. 

Jones looked exceedingly mortified. 

Marston, however, with true courtesy, simply re- 
marked; " I am glad to hear that there are many of 
the true fold in this neighbourhood." Feeling that 
he was de trap with his hostess, disagreeable to the 
preacher, and that his Mend the farmer was in a 
very slow humour, the schoolmaster took his leave. 
Jones waited till the last echo of his footstep was 
lost in the rising wind, when turning to Mrs. Milk- 
wort, he said, " Ah ! my dear friend, I feel it to be 
my duty as a minister of the Gospel, to say to you. 
Beware of that man. Don't quarrel with him ; but 
beware of his proffered friendship. I fear he is a 
sceptic, or perhaps even worse." 

** Tou don't say so ! Mr. Jones ;" exclaimed Mr. 
Milkwort. " Now, as you mention it, I really b'lieve 
I smelt brimstone when he was here. The Lord 
deliver us ! " 

" Fear not, sister," said Jones, " ye are washed, 
ye are sanctified, the elect are safe." So saying, the 
good man left the house, and the Milkworts pre- 
pared for bed. 
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. CHAPTER VI. 

Some have ventured to assert that the story of the 
apple is a mjrth. Let us even assume that it is so, 
the moral of the story remains, and that suffices for 
us : pointing as it does to the indisputable truth that 
the tendency of the uncultured man is ever to the 
side of eviL Watch any child, let its parents be 
ever so saintly, its most attractive feature is its mani- 
festation of animal affection. Apart from the love 
for its mother, which it has in common with all 
kittens, calves, chickens, and puppies, what does it 
display except passion and fear ? 

Whether it rolls about in the mud, or is rolled 
about in perambulators, its instincts are identical, 
first expressed in mischief, then ultimately mani- 
fested in crime. Of all the wild beasts, the human 
beast is to be shunned. 

If anybody had asked Bill Jennings, or Betty his 
wife, what their notions were as to their parental 
responsibilities, the answer would have been, 

" To get 'em sununut to eat." 
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Food, the first necessity, the universal wcmt ! So 
man toils &om sunrise to sundown, and the myriads 
must toil from generation to generation, wearing out 
their lives in the pursuit of an endless task. Marry- 
ing and giving in marriage, and thus handing down 
to unborn multitudes the burden under which they 
have groaned. 

The infant's first cry, the man's last want — ^Food ! 
Food ! How it spurs to labour ! How it maddens 
to crime ! How also in the masses it cmdies out the 
spark of the higher life, and dulls the brightness of 
the soul ! 

The wealtliy loll in arm-chairs, sip the ¥mies of 
France or Spain, dally witli rich fruit, reject rare 
viands, as the whim prompts, and bless their fSette if 
any shadow of an appetite is theirs. 

BiU Jennings left his cot in the dark and returned 
to it at night. His children came into the world as 
regularly as the potatoe disease now appears. Per- 
chance at stray intervals through some fissure in the 
incrustations of years that enveloped his mind a 
stray ray of light flashed, revealing to him that he 
had something to do for his bairns besides getting 
tliem bread. But of what use were such glimma^ 
ings ? Men have often struggled through dangers 
in the dark which they could not have overcome in 
broad day. So Bill shut his eyes to his duty, and 
left his children to chance. He had been brought 
up in the same manner himsell He had nicked 
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cats' tails, put their feet in shell boots filled with 
pitchy tortured asses, stolen apples, robbed hens' 
^nestes," and wasn't he now ploughman at Thorn- 
tree Farm ? 

What need his children be better off than himseK? 
why should they not graduate in all juvenile delin- 
quencies? it wouldn't stop their mowing or affect 
their reputation as ploughmen. Dear me! Poor 
body's children must take care of theyselves. 

Before Bill reached home loud screams reached 
his ears. Too much of a stoic to hurry himself, he 
knew that it was only Betty quilting one of the 
young uns ; if he deserved a thrashing all right, if 
he didn't, 'twould do agin another time. 

" Here's yer fayther now," screamed Betty, as her 
husband opened the door; ^' he'll tan yer skin for 
yer, he will I " 

* What's the row ? " asked BilL 

" Tommy wants more supper. I'll supper you, 
you young vagabone — ^hadn't yer half a cake yer- 
self?" 

** But you eat all the cheese," said Tommy. 

" That's a lie — ^I give some to the babby and Bess." 

" And yer didn't give none to me I " 

*^ 'Cos I hadn't got none to give." 

**Hold yer noise, all or both!" shouted the 
fftther. 

The tempest subsided to muttered thunder, and 
Tommy rubbing alternately his eyes and head's 
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antipodes, coiled himself up on the settle to 
sleep. 

" Why doesn't thee bring home some o' them 
turmits for the children's suppers ? " said Betty. 

" Well, they makes such a fuss about takin' 'em. 
They pulled old Molly James afore ihe Squire for 
havin' a few last week." 

" Hold thee bother ! thou canst do't very well if 
thou'st a mind : the little few as ud do for we, no- 
body'd miss." 

" Well, Betty, spose if I'm sin!" 

" Who'll see thee, when thee casn't see thee hand 
afore thee face ? What's thee good o' thy jecket, I 
should like to know? Corn's detkr, and cheese is 
fourpence a pound, and it's seldom as I sees butter, 
and a turmit or so will be main handy, BilL" 

" Well, Betty, thee knows best ! " With this sage 
reflection Bill tumbled into bed; and save the 
snoring of the sleepers no sound disturbed the 
silence of the cottage till the animated timepiece 
shrieked out his alarum before day, once more 
awakening his proprietor to a sense of the realities 
of life. 

Delicious simplicity of Arcadian existence 1 Dear 
dream of rural innocence ! Theme of all urban poets ! 
Pity that the invention of statistics should shatter 
the old creed, and sweep away the pretty sentiment 
that invested country life with such deb'ghts ! 
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CHAPTER VIL 

There are two or three cheerful biographies to be 
written : — ^ The Diary of a Pentonvillian during an 
Incarceration of Seven Years ; ' * The Journal of an 
Elderly Oyster ; ' * The Life and Adventures of a 
Town Pump ; * to which may be added the still more 
stirring story entitled * Leaves from a Labourer's Log 
Book.' As we do not wish to be put in a pillory we 
will give no more extracts from the last-named work 
other than are necessary to the elucidation of this 
history. 

The winter ploughing was completed, the turnips 
had been exhausted for a week, and the steers stared 
in vain for the cart that used to drop its dole of bulbs 
on the muddy surface of the trampled pasture. The 
hens had begun to think of spring chickens. The 
geese daily turned their attention to domestic duties, 
and Farmer Milkwort set his teams to ^Hum bar 
land," or, in other words, to prepare the soil for the 
reception of that grain which serves us instead of the 
grape. 

<< There's a deal of couch in the land this year. 
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Bill/' said his master^ as the former lifted his plough 
at the viiriatt. 

"Ay, the ground's main grassy." 

" WeU, I can't teU how 'tis neither." 

« I knows," said BilL 

"How, mun?" 

" Well, 'tis all along o' that rye-grass as you lays 
the land down with ; it all turns to couch." 

" Did ever you see a apple turn to a tater ? " 

" No ; I can't say as I did." 

" Did you ever know a bee turn into a badger ? " 

" Not as ever I heerd tell on." 

" Then you never sin rye-grass turn into couch." 

"Gree Warwick! Come meer maar!" was Bill's 
reply, and his team started off on another bout. 

At noon, when they stopped for dinner. Milkwort 
said to bis ploughman as he was loosing his horses-- 

" Put one of the boys to drag up all as is ploughed 
this afternoon." 

No reply. 

'' D'ye hear me, BiU ? " 

" Yees, I hears you." 

"Well, what then?" 

** Nothin' I only as we haven't got a drag fit to be 
called a drag upon. I've been poundin' in the ould 
teeth, to try to make 'em stick, but 'tis no use, not 
a bit." 

" Oh ! " said Milkwort, " they'll do for this job as 
well as the best till I gets them jinglers made." 
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^ Why don't you get one o' tliem new drags like I 
seed in town last week ?" 

These were a pair of diagonal harrows lately im- 
ported into the county town, which had so much 
rtruck BiU's fancy. 

*' What drags do you mean ? " said his master. 

" Why them iroji ones." 

" What ! like Josh Markam made ? " 

« No— not a bit." 

'* None o' them newfangled things for me — ^they're 
more plague than profit." 

"But," rejoined the ploughman, "iron drags is 
good things, they tears the ground so well again as 
the rest ; ould Jimmy John told me as how these 
new kind licked the others all to pieces." 

" What shape are they ? " said Milkwort, 

Here Bill was completely puzzled. He had, for 
him, a clear idea of the strange-looking implement, 
but how to describe it when his whole vocabulary 
hardly exceeded fifty words, was no small diflSculty. 

First expectorating, then lifting his hat to scratch 
the back of his head, he began. 

" Why, you see, it goes backards and furrards, that 
is, the teeth goes in un out like ; — ^not straight, Kke 
straight baulks, but backards and furrards, you see." 
Having thus completed the circle and failed to im- 
part a description of the implement that could convey 
the slightest idea of its form, he again stopped, went 
through the scratching and spitting interlude, started 
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oflF with the declaraticm, " Ton knows what I means, 
you know, aregular ' wheiigh wongh : — ' " and, having 
delivered himself of this addition to the riches of the 
English language, he scrambled on Warwick's back 
and rode o£f to dinner, leaving MUkwort still attemptr 
ing to solve the problem. The subjoined diagram 
will relieve the reader's harrowing perplexity. 
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CHAPTEE VIIL 

We must ask the reader to return with us to the 
preceding autumn, for the purpose of initiating him 
into the mystery of bujring cattle to advantage. 

Long before the name of that astute individual 
Bichard Cobden became synonymous with the mil- 
lennium of free trade, and his profound apophthegm 
of buying in the cheapest and selling in the dearest 
market led fools to believe that there were always 
cheap and dear markets where idiots were ever ready 
to be aoldy our friend the tenant of Thorntree had 
fathomed the mystery of making money out of every 
purchase. 

To effect this desirable end, he always found it to 
his advantage to be acquainted with the necessities 
of his neighbours. If any one within an area of a 
dozen miles was compelled to dispose of his stock, 
either from want of money or scarcity of fodder, 
Milkwort was ever ready with the cash to make such 
animals his own. 

BetumiAg from market one Saturday evening, he 
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was overtaken by an acquaintance well known in the 
locality for shrewd judgment, which never failed him 
except when in the vicinity of a tap. As was fre- 
quently his habit, Mathews was slightly intoxicated, 
not more so however than sufiSced to warm the 
cockles of his heart and slip the " bit" of caution from 
his tongue. 

" Az fine weather for the autumn wheeat, nybor," 
said Mathews, as he jogged alongside of his friend. 

" Ay — ^mine's peepin' aready ! " 

"A daresay ! — ^yours is main quick land ; but ours 
won't be long afores 't up. What d'ye pickle your 
seed with ? " 

"Well, last year I tried some of that Varmer^s 
Frind; but I don't see as 'tis any better than the 
ould-fashioned way. As I ses to my missus, there's 
nothin' like zig for flannel and seed-wheat." 

" Deed, I'm most your way o' thinkin', too. I sees 
no good in them newfangled ways — with these bones, 
and these turnips, and these trash. Dung for wheat, 
lime for barley, and grass for beasts." 

" Ay, you're right, Mr. Mathews. We must keep 
the wheels agoing — if we 'spects to git anything out o' 
the ground ; but, for all that, I arn't agin turnips." 

" Turnips ! " ejaculated Mathews — " turnips ! I 
counts a bucket o' turnips no better than a pail o' 
cold water in a cow's belly. No, hang me! if I 
grows turnips. There's no end to the expense. 
Payin' women for doin' nothin' all the year round. 
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and robbing the rest of the farm to manure a few 
acres of roots. Give me a good velg, with a hmidred 
loads o' lime and yerth to the acre — ^that'll bring com, 
my boy," 

" But," rejoined Milkwort, " turnips is main handy 
in the winter for bringing on the beasts," 

**Boderation! In regard o' that, keep a field o' 
fog grass ; turn your beasts into that, and give 'em 
plenty o' hay — that's the way to do it, my boy. I'll 
be bound I'll show you a lot o' beasts next week as'U 
do yer heart good to look upon ; and they never had 
any o' yer rotten turnips from the day they were 
calved, and they're the best two-year-olds as you can 
show me in the three parishes." 

" So you been lookin' at the Squeer's beasts," said 
Milkwort. 

"Who told you that?" 

"You!" 

"Me?" 

" Ay, you ! DidnH you say as they never seed a 
turnip, and was good uns, and who has got two-year^ 
olds like the Squeer's ? But, then, who's got meadows 
like the Green Flats ? " 

Mathews scratched his head. 

"How is he going to sell 'em this fall? Mostly 
he keeps 'em till the spring." 

" Well," said Mathews, " I'll tell you how 'twas. 
I was coming by the Hall yesterday noon, and the 
Squeer seed me. * Mathews,' ses he, * you're a judge 
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o' beasts — come, and see my two-year-olds.' So I 
makes my obedience, and ses I, * there's no better 
judge nor your honour in the county/ Well, he 
took me into the Haw-haw Meadow, and sure enough 
there was ten as nice beasts as you'd wish to look 
upon. *What d'ye think o' them, Mathews?' ses 
he. *Tidy beasts, indeed, Squeer,' ses I. *Well,' 
ses he, *what are they worth?' I didn't like to 
put a price upon 'em till I knew what he was up to. 
So I ses, * What are you going to do with 'em, sir ?' 
'Well, Mathews,' ses he, *I am tired of rearing 
cattle. I'm going into sheep-breeding, and shall 
have two hundred ewes home from Weyhill next 
week, and I wish to get clear of this lot o' cattle.' 
Thinks I, then, that's how the cat jumps. So I ses, 
*If they was in a bit better condition, they'd sell 
main well ; but as they are now they arn't every- 
body's cattle.' * That's not answerin' my question,' 
ses he ; * What be they worth ? ' * Well, maybe six 
pounds ten.' * Six pounds ten be damned I ' said he ; 

* do you think me a fool ? ' * Ax your pardon, sir,' ses 
I ; * but please you not to forget that cattle's down. 
I never in all my life see'd stock so low as 'twas last 
fair; you could buy good steers for five pounds a 
head.' * Don't tell me a lie, now, Mathews,' ses he. 

* Well, if I's never to move from this spot, 'tis the 
truth, now,' said I ; ' and you med ask who you like. 
But what are yer looking for your lot, sir?' 'Ten 
pound a-piece,' ses he. ' Good ! ' says I, ' you're 



A WOMAK AGAINST THE WOELD. 49 

joking, surely. I never come here to buy your 
beasts, Squeer ; but as I am here, and you wants to 
5ell, my money's as good to you as another man's ; 
and sooner than not to deal they're mine for seven 
pound,' and I held out my hand. ^ It's no use making 
any words about it,' ses he — ^ bid me eight pounds, 
and you shall have the beasts.* *No, sir,' I said, 
*not if my breeches was breaking down with gold. 
Drop dead, I offers you plenty o' money.' * No,' ses 
the Squeer, * you knows they're a cheap lot.' * The 
beasts is very well,' ses I ; ^ but I can't spring sixpence 

— ^no, so help me .' * Then you shan't have 'em,' 

ses he, and off he walked into the house. Please 
God, I'm aJive and well o' Monday, I'll buy 'em at 
seven pound ten, or thereabouts ; but don't you say 
nothin' to nobody." 

** Not I," replied Milkwort, with perfect sincerity ; 
and, as they had now reached the turning where their 
respective roads diverged, each bid the other good- 
night, and Milkwort went home rejoicing at being 
the custodian of a secret which it would pay him to 
keep. Mathews also continued his journey ; but as 
he rode the Amies of the beer grew less potent, and. 
a dim remembrance of bavins: been iniudiciously 
oommimicative, marred the otherwise pleaLg reJ 
tions which arose from having got rid of a lot of 
scabby sheep at full price to a butcher, whose susjri- 
cions, excited by the disordered fleeces of the flock, 
were allayed by beer with whiskey, and the owner's 

VOL. I. E 
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strong swearingy that it was the ^^ brambles that had 
done it." 

Milkwort knew that the Squire was )an early riser, 
so long before dawn he was on his wayto the Hall ; 
and fortunately finding the proprietor coming out of 
the house a Uttle after daybreak, he at once concluded 
the purchase of the steers for eight pounds and five 
shillings a-head "luck" out, thereby saving the 
Squire's conscience, who had sworn that he would 
not take less than eight pounds. 

Mathews swore loud and deep half-an-hour after- 
wards, when he found that the greatest bargain he 
had seen for the season had slipped through his 
fingers, while Milkwort chuckled at having done both 
his neighbour and landlord. 

Long before daylight in the middle of the month 
of April Bill Jennings, assisted by young Milkwort 
and a lad, each furnished with long ash-goads, armed 
in the butts with a sharpened nail projecting half an 
incji, opened the straw-yard gate, and turned out 
eighteen fine three-year old steers. 

The stars shone cheerily between the cloud rifts as 
they got into the high road. Two behind and one 
before the herd, they started on their ten-mile 
journey to the market town of Arlerigge, where the 
great spring feir for the county was that day to be 
held. 

Occasionally sticking the nail into the quarters of 
a lazy beast, or the boy in front tapping a hasty one 
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on the horns, they proceeded on their way without 
adventure until their road crossed a common, where 
the absence of fences rendered the driver's duty diflS- 
cult. 

Love of mischief, or as Bill said, the devil, stirred 
up the cattle to deviate from the line of march, and 
as soon as they felt the turf under their hoofs, they 
started off at speed over the broken ground, and 
soon disappeared in the darkness. Bill and his com- 
panions ran, stopped, and swore; regained their 
wind, set off again, and after half an hour's terrible 
exertion, every now and then coming down with a 
crash over unperceived gorse bushes and bramble 
tufts, they at last came up with their charge. No 
sooner did their attendants approach them, than the 
cattle once more scampered off, and another half- 
hour was consumed before they were brought back 
to the high road. - In consequence of this eccentricity 
on the part of the animab, they arrived m the fair 
mor6 than an hour late, their tongues outstretched, 
and long strings of saUva floating from their lips. 

« Is this the way to bring beaste to a feir?" said 
their owner, as he rattled up in his shandry. " You 
call yourself a man, and drive beasts this way ? " 

Bill explained. But the distressed appearance of 
the steers went to Milkwort's heart, as he feared it 
might affect their sale, and he, therefore, gave vent 
to his rafi'e in no measured lan&:ua&:e. 
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soon exhaust themselTes from their TKdcnce, held 
hJB peace, and ere long the tempest died away. 

The fiur was held in a wide road in the ontskirtB 
of the town. Here and there an isolated house stood 
in line with the high hedges, the windows of wfaidi 
were car^dD j protected by wood^i bars from the 
horns cl the cattle, which were ranged in a row cm 
both sides. 

As soon as the day broke, bosinesB commenced* 
Hard-featmed, red-£eu;ed m^i, in long great-coats 
and oTerfaanls, tramped up and down, stcqpping every 
now and then to handle the oxen that attracted their 
attentkm, or to Ind down some woold-be seUar. As 
no people are too poor or humble to be without para- 
sites, so these dealers had their train of nnwashed, 
cattle-stained followers, who sedulously bollied the 
fimiiars^ in the interests of their masters^ who boDied 
them in tnni. 

Seyeral droTers had obsarred lOIkwort's lot with 
ap[MX>Ying eyes, bat as yet none of them had ex- 
changed other than distant shota ^What's the 
price o' the bastes ? " ^ What, are yon looking fot 
them steers ? ^ ^^How much a head, master? "' 

'^Eighteen goineasi,'' was the answer, which inya- 
iiably drore off the inqmrer& 

Eight o'clock came, and by this time half the 
eatde in the frir had dianged hands. The demand 
brisk, ami in one or two instances mideriings 
lesold their pinchases to a profit. The fumers 
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who had disposed of their stock almost regretted the 
transaction, and old Milkworts face expanded with 
delight as he perceived that sooner or later his firm- 
ness would be rewarded. Walking up and down 
through the fair, he watched the buyers scoring with 
penkniyes the animals they had bought^ and each 
little streak of blood was a revelation, as fiill of 
meaning to him as the handwriting on the wall, 
which he, a second Daniel, interpreted, " hold your 
price, Milkwort." 

Calmly he listened to the apocryphal tales that 
greeted his ears on either side of " bargains or dear 
lots," as seller or purchaser told the story. None of 
the many Ues, thick as dead leaves in autumn, which 
he gathered from the crowd, deceived him. Sus? 
tained by the sense of superior knowledge, he blandly 
smiled on all, feeling assured that his usual judgment 
would not fail him at this juncture. Betuming to 
the tails of his stock, Bill said : — 

** If you means to sill to daay, you'd better lower 
yer hand ! " 

Milkwort scorned to answer. 

A short, pursy, thick-necked, purple-faced indi- 
vidual now waddled up on legs, which, when the 
heels were brought together, enclosed an oval or 
lyre-fihaped figure. 

"Guv'nor," said he, **I s'pose you brought yer 
bastes here to-day to show 'em ? " 

'* No, I didn't!" 
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** Then why don't you sill W ? " 
" I'm willin* to fidll 'em, but I can't afford to give 
'em away." 
« Well, what is the sillin' price ? " 
" I told you, Mr. Edwards, a hour ago ! " 
" That's nonsense. I'll bid you sixteen pounds." 
*'Much obleeged to you, sir; but if you said 
eighteen, you shouldn't have "em." 

^ Drat the man, what does he mean ? Here, hold 
out vour hand." Mr. Edwards extended his blood- 
stained paw or claw as far as it would reach, exclaim- 
ing, "Guineas, hit 'em off; I won't spring another 
penny, upon my soul I won't." 

Mr. Milkwort here turned round and poked up 
one of the cattle, affecting not to hear. Edwards 
also moved off; but as the animals were about the 
best on the ground, and other purchasers were now 
ready to treat, a couple of men, loud representatives 
of himself, took up* the running, so as to be ^* in 
price," as the technical expression is, thereby exclud- 
ing other buyers. 

This amusement was continued for an hour, when 
Edwards reappeared, and after many asseverations 
that he would not give another shilling, ultimately 
bid seventeen pounds. Both parties knew this pro- 
logue was only intended to lead up to actual business ; 
but it feU to Edwards's lot to open the real attack. 
Approaching Milkwort's ear, he asked, in a low tone, 
the " HeUirC price." 
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"Eighteen pounds!" 

" CSome and hare a glass of beer, man ! *' Together 
thej adjoomed to the nearest cottage, for every 
honse that day sold ale. Entering one of the two 
crowded rooms they drew a small toble into a comer, 
and thns isolating themselyes as completely as cir» 
cnmstances would permit, Edwards called for a jug 
of ale. The dnel now commenced in earnest : each 
vowed he would not rise or abate, but oaths in fairs 
are more fragile than common promises, and having 
sworn a hmidred or more lies in the course of the 
day, Edwards cared nothing for a few supernumerary 
fedsehoods; but considering his opportunity was a 
limited one. Milkwort almost surpassed his friend. 
The ale was finished : two screws of tobacco and a 
third were consumed before they rose from their seats ; 
and when they gained the road, Edwards's thick 
daw was still extended, while Milkwort continued 
to exhibit all the bashfulness, but none of the hesita- 
tion of a maiden. At last, in a tone which carried 
conviction, the former bid eighteen pounds and balf- 
a-crown a head out; and Milkwort^ with the self- 
congratulatory feeling of a man who has extracted 
the ultimate farthing, grasped the afore-mentioned 
claw, and sealed the best sale of the day. Nearly a 
hundred pounds were grossed on the ^^Squeer's" 
beasts — ^the remaining eight were his own rearing : 
the day's work satisfied even himself, and made him 
feel that he could afford to give Bill and the boy 
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sixpence each for beer and cakes, without severely 
injuring his pocket. 

Young Milkwort seated himself in his father's 
shandry after the latter had received his money for 
the catUoy and the pair drove home. 

Bill and the boy had to deliver their charge to 
their new owners, which they did, and at the same 
time extracted from them some ale; this together 
with their mstster's bounty enabled them to get 
moderately drunk, so that the roadside people on 
their return to Thomtree knew at a glance that they 
had " bin to fidr," and had " bin properly treated'^ 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

f* Take the tin cup, Sally," said Mrs. Milkwort, " and 
go down to the Blue Boar for a penn'orth of barm." 

Sally took the cup jGrom its hook on the dresser, 
and disappeared. Her mistress listened for the open- 
ing of the door ; but instead of the click of the latch, 
she heard her handmaiden's quick step ascending 
the stairs. 

** Oh, drat the maid ! " said the good woman, rushing 
after her screaming, " SaUy, SaUy." 
. ^ 'Ees mum ! " said SaUy from the upper regions. 

** Name o'»goodness ! what's thee doing there ? " but 
knowing SaUy's occupation, without waiting for an 
answer, she shouted at the top of her voice : " Come 
down, you huzzy ; how dare you to be wastin' my 
time a-puttin' on yer finery ? Am't you ashamed of 
yourself? Can't you go on a message, but you must 
b© a-tossin' yerself off, as if you were goin' to May 
Fair ? Thy face 'ill be thy ruin. Nobody would put 
up with your ways but myself; but I won't much 
longer, I can teU you." 
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Thus exhorted, Sally's toilet was a hurried one ; 
nevertheless, she had managed to wash her face, 
smooth her hair, put on a clean neckerchief, and 
exchange her clogs for shoes. These preparations 
accomplished, she encountered her mistress on the 
stairs, and running the gauntlet of sundry broadsides 
delivered with astonishing precision and rapidity, 
she ran out through the back door and sped on her 
way to the village inn. 

SaUy might have felt that beauty may be alto- 
gether independent of dress; but the usages of 
society require the fairest forms to be covered, even 
if the climate did not dictate decent raiment. She, 
however, knew that the charms of the most charming 
lose nothing by neatness and orderly attire. More- 
over she had a reputation to maintain ; and although 
it was quite possible she might perform her errand 
unseen by any eyes except the landlady's, perchance 
she might meet somebody, and the possibility ought 
not to be overlooked. 

The Blue Boar had not a single guest ; the yeast 
was purchased and SaUy set out to return, when a 
few drops of rain warned her of a shower. With 
the usual instinct of women, who, in nine cases out 
of ten mistake the direction of rain clouds, and as 
long as there is a gleam of sunshine somewhere, no 
matter that it is to leeward, believe that the weather 
is about to clear, SaUy looked up and saw that the 
horizon was unclouded in the west, though the storm 
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was driftmg swiftly down on the narrowing band of 
blue sky. 

** Oh, 'twill bo only a drop or two! " and in this 
faith she set forth. A hundred yards had scarcely 
been traversed, when the rain descended in earnest. 
Loth to return and afraid to advance, she stood 
hesitating in the middle of the road, when a well- 
known figure, provided with a large brown cotton 
umbrella and a cloak, suddenly turned the comer. 

" Ah, SaHy,'* said Marston, ** I saw you passing the 
schoolroom window, and knew you would get a 
wetting before you could return to Thomtree, so 
as soon as the first drop fell I came to meet you. 
Put on this cloak." 

Nothing loth, Sally thanked him and followed his 
advice. Her companion held the umbrella over 
head, and thus they proceeded to the schoolhouse^ 
where its master invited his young friend to shelter. 

The day's work was finished, the last barefooted 
urchin dismissed, and save the grey eat that sat 
pnrring at the schoolmaster's fireside in the neat 
little kitchen, no sound disturbed the quiet of the 
dwelling, until Marston raising the latch of the door, 
bade his companion enter. Sally hesitated a moment^ 
said she would rather stop in the porch — blushed, 
and looked confused. 

*^ Nonsense! " said Marston, ** I cannot listen to 
such absurd prudery." 

** Absurd prudery I " Sally queried within herself 
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what it meant. Mr. Marston did not often use die- 
tionary language, but sometimes strangely grand 
words slipped unconsciously &om his tongue. 

While she debated the point in her mind, making 
dose guesses to the truth, her host again addressed 
her. 

** The evening air is cold and damp; in half-an- 
hour at most the shower will be over, meantime you 
can perform an act of charity by making my tea." 

" What 11 Missis say if I stop so long? " 

" I will accompany you and explain the reason if 
you think proper." 

. Sally could resist no longer. So throwing off the 
old cloak so opportunely lent, she at once proceeded 
to execute the task requested of her. 

The schoolmaster handed her the old blue tin 
panister, &om the sides and cover of which much use 
had worn off nearly all the yellow flowers that once 
gave it value in the eyes of former owners. The 
little brown teapot was produced, aired, replenished 
with tea, and then put to stand on the hob. A 
brown loaf and some salt butter next made their 
appearance from the cupboard. Marston sliced off 
two or three pieces of bread. 
^ "Shall I toast them, Mr. Marston?" 

" If you please, Sally." 

The young girl sat down on a stool before the fire, 
and with one hand shielding her face from the heat, 
proceeded to toast the bread. , 
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Marston placed himself in his accustomed oak 
armchair with a round barck, and slightly stooping 
forward, fixed his eyes on the half-averted face of 
his visitor. Sally watched the toast intently, never- 
theless she felt the glance of the schoolmaster ; but 
partly from embarrassment as well as from coquetry^ 
she maintained her apparent unconsciousness, though 
it needed aU the warmth of the fire to hide the 
blushes with which her cheeks were burning. 

Marston saw the bright eyes dancing in the fire- 
light, watched the gentle heaving of the rounded 
bosom, silently remarked that the bands of black 
hair had been blown in disorder by the wind, and 
falling below the ears, made the white neck stQl 
&irer. 

Nine men out of ten would have paid the girl 
some compliment, at best equivocal in meaning, but 
Marsilon broke the silence by asking — 

** Would you like to learn to read, Sally ? " 

** I don't know," said his guest. 

Marston smiled pityingly. 

" Hive you never thought on the subject, Sally ?" 

" Oh yes, Mr. Marston: but then you see, what is 
poor girls like me the better for book-laming?** 

"I thought," said Marston, "that everybody wished 
to learn to read and write : you are the first person 
of whom I have asked the question who has not been 
ready with yes for answer." 

** Well, p'raps I should ; but what would Missis 
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say if she seed me with a readinmadeasy when I 
ought to be mendin* stockins ?" 

" Ah, indeed I " said Marstoiu " Still, if yon 
really wished to hare, lessons, I would speak to Mr, 
Milkwort, and perhaps he would persoade his wifo 
to give her consent." 

Sally laughed outright. ^^Lauk a daisy! Mr. 
Marston, don't you know as Missis wears the 
breeches ? " 

" Well ! if she does, we'll try and manage her, 
if you would wish to learn." 

" Who's to teach me ?" Sally looked up archly. 

Marston tried to interpret the meaning of that 
glance, and did not answer until the question was 
repeated. ** I — ^I, of course." 

**When'll you begin?" 

" Next Friday, if you like." 

" Friday's a cross day.'* 

" Thursday, then. Now, will you pour out tea ? 
and I will butter the toast." 

Was it a little bit of diplomacy on the part of the 
poor loye-stricken schoolmaster, thus to give Sally a 
glimpse of the position she would occupy as mistress 
of his establishment ? If such was his idea, he did 
not altogether miscalculate. 

While his guest played the part of hostess, her 
fimcy did not fail to picture the privileges pertaining 
to the state of a Mrs. Marston. Hot toast, nice tea, 
and lump — yes, real lump— sugar, contrasted favour- 
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ably with the beverage which she shared with Mrs. 
Milkwort; and buttered toast, she had hitherto be* 
lieved to be speciaUy reserved in the ordering of 
things, for preachers and such like divinities. More- 
over Sally's eyes had taken an inventory of the 
furniture^ and if the parlour corresponded with the 
kitchen, she felt sure it must contain a mahogany 
table, or else the eight-day clock occupied an unnar 
tural pre-eminence in its highly polished case of the 
admired wood. Then there was an ample array of 
kitchen utensils, all bright and clean. A well-stocked 
dresser displayed as much china as Mrs. Milkwort's 
three-cornered cupboard, and the rack above the 
fireplace was well supplied with bacon. Surely, she 
thought, these things are worth trying to read for. 
But-;-but — . A dark shadow swept over her face, 
and the cup of tea she had just raised to her lips 
was put down untasted. 

« What's the matter, Sally ?" 

" Oh, nothing I Tve got a bad tooth, and it gave 
a start just then." 

" Poor thing ! Swallow a cup of tea hot, as hot 
as you can bear it 'Twill do you good." 

" Never mind, thank you, Mr. Marston ; 'tis all 
right now. Are you going to May Fair this year ?" 

" No, I think not. I dislike the noise, and turbu- 
lence, and riot. I hope you are not going, Sally." 

" Trust me — ^I'll be sure to go if I can get leave. 
Dear me, it's the only bit of a lark we haves all the 
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year — and I heerd Bob sayin' as there's more wild 
beastesses comin' in as never was seen in these parts 
afore — . But, dear me, I must be goin*. Won't 
Missis give it to me when I get back ?" 

^ Nonsense I I'll take the blame," said Marston, as, 
crushing on his hat^ he followed Sally out through 
the door. 

Mrs. Milkwort had intended to have baked the 
weekly allowance of bread that evening ; and as hour 
after hour passed, and no Sally returned with barm, 
the temper of the good woman became warm ; and 
could she have transferred the fermenting principle 
that now worked in her mind to the large pan of 
brown flour on the table, it is more than probable 
that the meal would have risen higher than any she 
had ever seen. Her soul was in this state of ebul- 
lition when footsteps approaching the back door 
heralded the return of the missing Mercury; and 
as soon as the delinquent made her appearance she 
burst forth in a torrent of abuse, not perceiving 
Marston, or listening to any explanation. 

Gladly would the schoolmaster have taken refuge 
in flight, but having promised to exculpate Sally, he 
could not desert her in the moment of periL 

** You nasty huzzy, where have you been ? Am't 
you ashamed of yourself to go loitering about the 
public houses with all the riff-raff as you can pick 
up ? m turn you out of my house, neck and crop. 
None of yer idle packs shall stop here ! drop dead, 
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1 won't stand it — ^there now. Here have you been 
gone four blessed hours, and you knewed as I was 
waitin' for the barm. Now don't tell me a lie 
(Sally had not yet spoken). None of yer lies for me. 
I never seed the like of ye. The boys can't pass the 
road for yer impudence, you — ^you — ^you — ^" 

Here Mrs. Milkwort came to a fall stop for breath, 
and for the first time perceived that she had more 
auditors than Sally. 

Marston, taking advantage of the pause, began, 
" Indeed, ma'am, you must not be so hard on Sally." 

The good lady's blood was up ; and Marston, never 
a favourite, appeared odious as a mediator. 

'* It's no business of youm, Mr. Marston, how I 
rules my house. I' m not one of your scholards, and 
you shan't come schoolmaster over me." 

" I beg your pardon, I had no such intention. I 
came here to teU you that I am responsible for Sally's 
delay." 

Mrs. Milkwort snuffed the air. Marston resumed, 
briefly recapitulating the events we have just nar- 
rated. 

" Ah ! " said she, " I always said as your ^uiet cats 
steals the cream. You 're a nice man to have the 
teachin' of children — ^watchin' about the roads for 
servant-girls, and smuggling 'em into your kitchen 
to make your tea indeed. I'll let the neighbours 
know what you are, you little sneak." 

Whereupon Mrs. Milkwort turned on her Iieel, and 
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slamming the kitchen door behind her, left her nn% 
happy visitor to his own reflections ; for Sally had 
seized the moment when her mistress's attention was 
distracted from herself to hurry off to the dairy. 

At first the schoolmaster thought he would stay 
and insist upon an explanation that night, but a little 
consideration told him he had better wait till the 
next day. Determined to clear himself from every 
unworthy imputation, he appeared at Thomtree next 
morning at breakfast-time. Adopting a courteous 
tone, he failed in making any impression on Mrs. 
Milkwort, although her husband used all his influ- 
ence to assist his Mend, but his advocacy rather made 
matters worse. 

" You men cling to one another," said Mrs. Milk- 
wort, " like toads' janders in a pond. If you touch 
one black spot, all the rest feels it." 

" Well, ma'am," said Marston, his patience finally 
exhausted, "my reputation is dear to me, and al- 
though I am a poor man, I will spend my last shilling 
to clear it ; therefore, if you refuse to accept my ex- 
planation, and say one word to the detraction of 
either Sally or myself in this matter, although I 
should be sorry to injure my friend Milkwort, I will 
put the case in my lawyer's hands." • 

The word lavryer acted as a spell ; for Mrs. Milk- 
wort had a wholesome dread of contributing to the 
revenues of the gentlemen of the long robe. 

" Dear me ! Mr. Marston," said she, in a softened 
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tone, '* I'm sure I meant no harm ; and if you did 
kiss SaDy, what odds?" 

*' But," repKed Marston, in an excited key, " I did 
nothing of the kind." 

" Well, well," said Mrs. Milkwort, " kiss and tell is 
poor play." Whereupon she left the room, and the 
schoolmaster bit his lip with vexation, having gained 
only a negative victory. 

"Never mind her tongue, my hearty," said the 
husband ; ^* she ain't a bad sort o' woman, take her 
altogether; but in regard o' that, she must have her 
say." 

Poor Marston saw his vision of teaching Sally 
Jenning, meh into .fc, «^ ^ft . hea^ W he 
turned his face homewards. 

During the remainder of the week Mrs. Milkwort 
did not lose any opportunity of making sneering ob- 
servations at her handmaiden's expense; and had 
not Sally hired for the year, she certainly would 
have left Thomtree Farm. Next Saturday at market, 
and on Sunday after meeting, the story was told to 
willing ears ; and in less than a week from tlio date 
of Sally's tea-drinking with Mr. Marston, the tale, 
with variations, had made the circuit of the parish. 
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CHAPTER X. 

• 

]\Iarston, however, like most quiet men, was very- 
determined ; and the unexpected obstacle to his in- 
tercourse with Sally Jennings only served to nerve 
his purpose. 

Being reserved on all points that touched his 
hidden life, no one divined the force of passion that 
slumbered within him; and he was supposed to be 
almost exempt from those feelings which at one 
period or other of their lives subdue the majority of 
men. A moral icicle, his soul was the reflection of 
purity, simply from its coldness, as an iceberg takes 
no other hues than those of heaven. 

Had he opened the windows of his heart to the 
prying curiosity of his neighbours, how they would 
have stared at the spectacle of the strong will wrest- 
ling and throwing the passionate nature. No one 
suspected the truth, and as Marston never gave the 
gossips occasion to speak of him, it was supposed 
that fate had exempted him from the temptations 
common to mankind. 
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When he first came to the village he noticed the 
pre-eminent beauty of Sally Jennings, then a girl of 
thirteen, and he had never for a week since that time 
lost sight of her. 

He often reasoned with himself that it was absurd 
with his homely appearance to attempt to captivate 
the heart of such a girl, who very soon became con- 
scious of her charms. " I fear so. I fear so ! " he 
would say to himself; " I have no money to attract 
her ; but that is an advantage, since if she were to 
accept me from unworthy motives, it would render 
me wretehed for the remainder of my existence." 

Then his accusing angel. would answer, "Why 
should you expect to win her ? What has she in 
common with you? Is she not vain as a peacock, 
ignorant as an animal, and greedy of admiration? 
Could you be happy with her, even if she married 
you?" 

" Oh, yes, yes ; I grant she is beautiful and fond 
of admiration, but I would give my life for her, and 
love it is said begets love ; besides, women are not 
attracted by appearances in the same manner that 
we are. Then I would educate her, and the soul 
within her would grow as bright and lovely as its 
form without." 

Ah, ah, William Marston, you are dreaming — 
dreaming. What could Sally Jennings care for 
letters ? The yard-stick that metes out the ribbon 
at her sleeves is the measure of her intelli- 
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gence. What is thought and culture to her but 
meaningless weary labour? Abandon your foUy 
and choose some woman who would be a helpmate. 

As Count John of Nassau said of the Electress Pala^ 
tine when it was proposed that he should marry her 
instead of her daughter, *^ I confess that the marriage 
with the old electress in respect of her God-fearing 
disposition, her piety, her virtue, and the like, would 
be much more advisable. Moreover, as she hath 
borne her cross, and knows how to deal with gentle- 
men, so much the better for me. Nevertheless as 
she has already had two husbands, is of a tolerable 
age, and is taller of stature than myself, my inclina- 
tion is lees towards her than towards her daughter." 

So the poor schoolmaster rejected the suggestions 
of propriety, and gave up his mind to the idea of 
becoming the husband of the possessor of the prettiest 
face in the parisL 

How smoothly the current of life flows on when 
the streams of the emotional and intellectual nature 
run together! When the wind blows against the 
tide the water is doubly vexed. When the heart 
and the understanding are at cross purposes, the 
soul suffers a twofold agitation. In eddies of broken 
waves, in passionate foam-crested surges, the ele- 
ments betray their strife. The wind scoops up the 
sea and hurls it back on its pathway i but beneath, 
the waters glide on their way and drag the storm- 
beaten billows behind them. 
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Marston returned fix)m the farmhouse sorely 
bruised in spirit. He perfectly well knew that Mrs. 
Milkwort in her heart diBbelieved the imputations 
she had cast on him. Nevertheless his soul was 
hurt. Of a gentle and chivalric nature, he never 
wounded the sensibilities of any one, and generally 
speaking he found a rough measure of justice dealt 
to him in return. Most of the neighbours treated 
him kindly, and his quiet imobtrusive Ufe had 
hitherto given no occasion for scandal. Now, how- 
ever, the time for action had arrived, and he found 
himself m prepared. 

The grey cat jumped on his kuee as he sat down 
by his lonely fireside. 

** Get away, Mary Anne," said he, gently pushing 
her down. The old favourite was not to be disposed 
of in this unceremonious manner ; so, after rubbing 
her sides against his leg, purring all the time in her 
loudest key, she again sprung on his lap, with an air 
which said, "I have a right to be here." 

" Well, pussy, have your own way then." Mary 
Anne knew she had won the victory, and stretching 
herself out to her full length, with her nose to the 
fire, prepared for a song and a nap. 

The schoolmaster sat staring into the burning logs, 
while his thoughts wandered back to the farm. 

He had hoarded up the treasures of his heart for 
many a long day, for years seem centuries to youth. 
Isolation and solitude had not chilled the warmth of 
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his nature ; he ever knew his capacity for loving, but 
until now, when the pent up passion was set free, he 
dreamed not of its intensity. 

" Oh, God," said he, ^* how Thou hast loved us in 
preparing for us the felicity of love I " 

" But if she does not love you, Marston? " said the 
voice within. 

" Then I am shipwrecked," was the answer. 

The clock struck ten before he rose from his seat, 
and smiling at his long abstraction, he sought his 
writing-desk, and to divert himself set to work at 
analytical trigonometry. Poor man! his mathe* 
matical skill was rendered vain that evening by the 
incessant flashing of a pair of bright eyes that were 
ever interposed between him and the paper, and for 
the first time in his life he gave up his task in 
despair. 
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CHAPTEE XI. 

• 

The Shale End brook took its rise in a wide expanse 
of moorland at the foot of the range of hills that 
divides the county of Arcadia. Through swamps 
where the bilberry grew, over blocks of trap that 
studded its bed, beside banks of gorse and bramble- 
clad hedges, the stream pursued its way until it 
entered pasture lands, and rippled beneath ash 
boughs and glided through mazes of withes, and 
slept in deep pools beneath alders, where the large 
trout lay watching for prey. 

The stream passed under more than one rustic 
wooden bridge, but after it emerged from the shadow 
of the first stone arch that spanned its waters, it 
swept round and round in oily eddies the banks of a 
large graveUy pool, beside which stood a Baptist 
Meeting House. 

It was an oblong whitewashed structure, with 
square-headed windows, four on each side. Over 
the doorway, a little beneath the eaves, a disc was 
sunk in the wall, on the stone surface of which was 
carved '* Bethlehem, 18 — ." 
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A low hedge enclosed a rood of land, where the 
departed members of the church slept A high hill 
rose on the west side, clad with larch. On the south 
and east several fine ash trees grew. Except when the 
north wind came down from the hills in winter the 
chapel was perfectly sheltered. In truth it was a 
pleasant spot, though the building itself was hideous. 
Hard by the gorse-brakes spread their golden glow- 
ing mantle in spring beneath a bright blue sky ; the 
first singiQg thrush of the year always commenced 
his song in the larch wood, ere the scarlet tufts were 
lost in the green buds. The brook as it rolled by 
never failed to join in the rude music of the hymn 
as it pealed along the valley. In summer, when the 
roads were scorched with the sun, and the straggling 
congregation wearily took their seats, the ash-trees 
cast a grateful shadow on the roof, and the noise of 
rippling water refreshed the way-worn congregation. 
Though the seats were unpainted benches, and the 
all-prevailing whitewash covered the interior, there 
was nevertheless an air of homely comfort, of habita- 
tion, about the building which rendered it a striking 
contrast to the parish church that stood half a mile 
away on the top of a high hill. The square bluff 
tower of the latter raised itself like a beacon to the 
neighbourhood, but the cracked bell that once a week 
gave forth its discord to the air awoke no sympathy 
in the hearts of the people to whom it ought to have 
been a soul-rejoicing summons. Damp stood in green 
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map-like forms upon the rade pillars and arches; 
damp had unseated half the pews ; damp covered the 
parson's surpUce with mould spots ; damp in emerald 
efBorescence spread over catechism and prayer; 
damp rolled in cold drops over escutcheon and tablet 
as if the pathos of the epitaphs drew tears from the 
stones ; damp dripped from the font ; damp glistened 
on the floor and floated in vaporous eddies up and 
down the aisles. 

This was the fane where the rich and the great 
worshipped. The old walls echoed weekly with the 
tramp of horses and rushing of chariots ; few, how.* 
ever, were the worshippers who braved miasma and 
the morning service. My lady's cushions were 
brought in hot from the sexton's cottage every 
Sunday ; the old women who received a share of the 
offertory were so used to rheumatism that one or 
two twinges more, or less were not to be thought of 
in competition with threepence a week paid quar- 
terly, therefore they attended regularly. As for the 
rest of the congregation, they came when it was a 
fine day, or when they wanted occupation, and if 
their hearts were not chilled with fear, their bodies 
were punished with cold. So the old church with 
its moist walls suited the old creed and the wet 
parson, for from the pulpit no word was said which 
betrayed any unfitness in the building for the end for 
which it was designed. 

By the brookside the poor, the pubUcan, and the 
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sinner worshipped in as much or even more personal 
comfort than they enjoyed at home. Among them 
doubtless were hypocrites, for the faithless and false 
are everywhere ; but there were many to whom their 
rude hymns were the songs of Zion ; the bright stream 
their Jordan; their pastor, the true and £aithfal 
minister of the Kving God — ^their preacher and their 
prophet. 

That rough, rude, bam-like block of stone was the 
sign of an earnest spirit in the land, the testimony 
against a time-serving, callous priesthood, who had 
ceased to care for their charge; men who loved 
hounds and horses, revels and rare viands, ease and 
social consideration; wolves destroying the flock: 
false shepherds from whom they have fled away; 
fled and entered into a hundred gates ; Baptist and 
Ranter, Wesleyan and Independent, Methodist and 
Quaker, whithersoever fate or destiny dragged them. 
Anywhere, anywhere from those who answered the 
cry for bread by giving stones. Fled perchance into 
the mazes of error, perchance into the dens of bigotry, 
or the caves of superstition. Anywhere away from 
the cassocked crowd who thronged kings' palaces and 
the halls of the great, who never failed to array 
themselves on the side of intolerance, who ever 
warred against freedom and never joined the people 
against the king, except when the last-crowned 
puppet of a bigot race passed an edict that all men 
might worship God as it seemed good unto their 
consciences. 
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Intolerance has passed away, but hundreds of 
spires still rise to Heaven from which the wanderer 
can gather no sadder lesson than that they mark the 
temple of a creed whose priests obtain their living 
from a people they do not serve. 

At the west end of Bethlehem Chapel was a small 
vestry-room, where the worthy Mr. Jones prepared 
the candidates for admission into the membership of 
the church, A narrow door opened from it on to a 
flight of steps that led down to the gravelly pool 
before spoken of. It was an impressive sight, when 
accompanied by the candidates for brotherhood, and 
attended by his deacons, sometimes alone, often how- 
ever assisted by fellow-ministers, the tall figure of the 
preacher issued from the doorway and descended to 
the water, the opposite bank meanwhile being crowded 
by hundreds of the country people, in their best 
attire. It was an impressive scene, either for believer 
or unbeliever. To the first it was the mystical sign 
of spiritual purification, to the other a theme sug- 
gesting an inquiry into the influence of religion in 
the history of the world. 

With neither of these subjects have we now to do, 
our task is simply to place the facts of this narrative 
before the reader. 

In the examination of the younger members of his 
flock, Mr. Jones was sometimes aided by his deacons, 
at others he performed the work alone. He arranged 
the sexes in separate classes, and never examined 
them together. 
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** The devil," said Mr. Jones, " is always on the 
alert to take occasion against ns, and I wiU. guard 
the lambs of my fold from his assaults as jealously as 
I can. It is therefore better that the girls should go 
when the boys and young men come, or the reverse- 
so we shaU avoid occasion for evU speaking." 

The former neophytes remarked that their pastor, 
when he dismissed them, always kissed the biggest of 
the class, and among others who came in for a fiill 
share of his pastoral attentions was SaUy Jennings, 
who, a short time before the period when this history 
commences, had been induced to attend his Sunday 
meetin£;s in the vestry-room. Thus it was that a 

At first she received his salute as a matter of fiEdth, 
but instinct soon told her that Mr. Jones's embraces 
savoured not altogether of spiritual love. When, 
however, he met her crossing a stile one day with a 
bucket of water on her head and he asserted his pri- 
vilege, she, as her sole means of defence, upset the 
contents over the sacred person of his reverence, and 
thus for a time chiUed his advances. 

SaUy might have told Mrs. Milkwort ; might have 
made the assurance of the preacher a subject for the 
inquiry of his congregation. Not she ! She wasn't 
goin' to make mischief on no man. 

Mr. Jones, with a degree of caution much to be 
admired in one of his profession, studiously avoided 
paying his pretty convert any public attention other 
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than those marks of his pastoral regard to which we 
have abeady alluded, and it was only the young girl 
herself who knew the tenderness of the preacher's 
heart. 

Women have a natural capacity for innocent in- 
trigue. There is a peculiar pleasure in being secretly 
conscious of an undetected reciprocal affection. Like 
a miser who has found a hoard and jealously guards 
against the chance of its discovery until he is obliged 
(to enable him to secure it) to make a confidant of 
some friend, so the daughters of Eve rejoice in the 
silence of their souls over the unsuspected possession 
of a strong man's love. 

When Sally looked up at the preacher she felt she 
was listening to one who had a double claim on her 
attention. When she heard the different members 
of his congregation praise him, she secretly considered 
it a personal compliment, and blushed accordingly. 
But when her companion at night lay snoring by her 
side, and, unable to Bleep, she watched the moonlight 
gleaming athwart the garret window; she remem- 
bered with a feeling of mortification that, though he 
more than once had fitting opportunity, he never 
mentioned the word love. It was dlways " Sally, you 
are the prettiest girl in the parish." " Dear Sally, 
how your eyes sparkle ! I have a wonderful regard 
for you." 

One Friday morning Sally was making butter in 
the dairy, when a well-known voice exclaimed — 
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** Whereas the missis ? " 

" Oh, Mr. Jones ! is that you ? ^ Jones repeated 
his question. 

" Missis is gone in to Mr.'Thomas's at Shale End." 

"When did she go?" 

"Oh! half-an-hour agone and more; I wonder 
you didn't meet her." 

" I came round by the road." 

" Oh ! that's it, then ; she went by the stily field." 

" And where's Jenny ? " 

" Sick in bed." 

Good ! thought the preacher : the coast is clear. 
Without farther parley he put his arms round Sally's 
,aH »d kisaed her once, W tbric. M, Ji. 
no resistance, and leaned her head on his shoulder. 
Looking with her large bright eyes swimming with 
emotion, she said — " Do you really love me now ? " 

« Of course, you stupid," said Jones, stopping fur- 
ther remark with another kiss. 

Sally's heart was full, and the tears, no longer to 
be restrained, rolled down silently, tiU at last she 
gave one deep convulsive sob. 

" Are you going to May Fair ? " whispered Jones. 

"Ees," sighed his companion. 

" I'll be on the stile in the Quarry Lane at nine 
o'clock. Meet me there." 

"Just as Sally had replied in the affirmative, a 
shrill voice behind screamed — 

" Lud o' mercy, what next ! " 
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Turning round, the lovers saw the indignant face of 
Mrs. Milkwort flushed with wrath. 

Neither the preacher nor Sally lost their presence 
of mind, though the former would have preferred the 
presence of the devil. In his usual bland tone, his 
arm still encircling the young girl, he said— 

"Ah! Mrs. Milkwort, I've touched her heart at 
last. Poor Sally has been struggling with conviction 
this long time ; but, the Lord be praised ! His grace 
has proved sufficient for her. I was passing by your 
door this morning, just after you left, as I have since 
heard, and something said to me — * Go in : there is 
work for thee to do here.' So I entered, and, finding 
the house empty, came on to the dairy, and, sure 
enough, I found my answer in this place. It has 
been a precious time, Mrs. Milkwort, for both of us ; 
and, I believe, if I hadn't put out my arm, this poor 
lamb would have fallen to the ground. It was a 
short, but a mighty, struggle. This comes of re- 
membering to speak a word in season and out of 
season." 

The coolness of this long speech partly convinced 
Mrs. Milkwort, and gave Sally time to regain her 
composure. The traces of tears on the girl's face 
rendered it indubitable that she had lately experi- 
enced some powerful emotion ; indeed, her mistress 
had never seen her cry before ; and there was no rea- 
sonable hypothesis to account for her unusual pertur- 
bation except on the grounds stated by Jones. £ven 
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supposing be had been romping witb her, tbongbt the 
good woman, " Sally's not the girl to cry.** 

" Well," said she, after a long pause, ** these here 
sudden convarsbuns is funny things." 

" Doubtless," replied Jones ; " but the Lord's 
ways are not our ways, nor His thoughts like our 
thoughts." 

Don't let the reader suppose that the unlucky 
wretch blasphemed in this manner from deliberate 
choice. Like the felon at the dock, or the murderer 
in the condemned cell, who asserts his innocence 
with oaths, Jones preferred to trust to the forgiveness 
of God rather than to the mercy of man ; neverthe- 
less, he hated himself for his baseness, and secretly 
prayed " Lord pardon me ! " 

Sally now resumed her task with a lightened 
heart ; and Jones and Mrs. Milkwort returned to the 
house. 

Fortunately for him he was an immense favourite 
with the farmer's wife, otherwise the eloquence of an 
Lring would have availed him nothing; and the 
scene in the dairy would have been diligently spread 
from Dan to Beersheba — in other words from Shale 
End to Harberry Cross. 

** These strange and sudden calls, Mrs. Milkwort," 

said he, " are very extraordinary ; and it would be 

well for the truth's sake, and to avoid exciting the 

scorn of the unbelievers, to maintain strict silence 

cspecting the case of your servant, until we have the 
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evidence of time to show that the change is a real one, 
when, of course, she must receive the holy ordinance 
of our Church." 

" Ees," said Mrs. Milkwort, with a sly look ; " the 
young treads in sUppery places, I du beKeve." 

" No doubt, no doubt," said Jones ; " the snares of 
the Evil One are ever spread to catch the unwary 
and inexperienced. But we must have faith, my 
friend, remembering the words of Paul, * Who shall 
lay anything to the charge of God's elect ? ' " 

So saying he took his leave. • 
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CHAPTEE Xn. 

Mrs. Milkwort ^'kept her eye on Sally." The 
young actress knew how to play her part, and per- 
formed it with considerable skilL 

"I can't think what's come over Sally lately," 
said Milkwort one night as he was retiring to rest 
with the wife of his bosom. " She^s altogether a dif- 
ferent sort o' gerl than what she used to be." 

*' Ay, she's a deep one," rejoined his partner. 

** In regard o' that," replied Milkwort, " I never 
knew a woman as wasn't deep. Hang me ! they be 
like a wynch with the bottom out — ^no ropes long 
enough to reach the water." 

"What do you know about women, you old gal- 
lenean ? " — i e,, guinea fowl. This was in relation to 
her husband's very round shoulders. "Tou knows 
as much about 'em as a pig doos of playin' the piany. 
Sally wasn't bom yesterday, young as she is, I can 
tell you. Now don't stand shiverin' there like a 
half-plucked turkey ; get into bed, and be huflfed to 
you 



!" 
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Thus adjured Milkwort relapsed into silence. 

Conversion, or some other complaint, robbed 
Sally's cheeks of their bloom. If ever her bedfellow 
awoke in the night, she found her. invariably awake, 
although she was the last to retire at night and first 
to get up in the morning. Her household duties 
were sometimes performed with unusual care and 
precision : at other times she incurred the deserved 
censure of her mistress for her negligence and 
indolence. 

" I can't quite make her out," Mrs. Milkwort would 
say to herself, " but I should say, if ever a girl was in 
love, she's one. Howsomever I won't give in yet. I 
thinks I can see into a millstone as far as most." 

Two days before May Fair, Sally asked permission 
to attend the county carnival. 

"I thought, Sally, you was about givin' up the 
warld, the flish and the divil, and now you wants to 
go right into the middle of it." 

**Deed, missis. May Fair's nothin' to me, but my 
aunt, as is in sarvice at her ladyship's, expects to 
meet me there. If 'twasn't for her, you may depend 
I wouldn't go to no sich place." 

*^ What'U Mr. Jones say?" 

Sally could not avoid blushing. " Well, mum, I 
can't help him. But I don't suppose as he would be 
agin' my seein' my aunt." 

"Well, if you must go, I 'spose you must, only 
mind you're a professor now." 
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May-day morning broke cold and grey, the assured 
token of holiday weather. Before the stars had 
vanished, while the mists still hung on the meadows, 
and the cuckoo was the only feathered vocalist awake, 
Sally's voice might have been heard in the pastures 
calling in the cows. *' Trewy, trewy, trewy — ^trewy 
she, trewy she ! " — ^rang out loud and clear. One by 
one her homed Mends answered the summons, with 
low bellowings, and came tramping homewards, the 
old inatrons of the herd, with slow, deliberate step, 
giving every now and then a playM push with their 
long horns into a neighbour's ribs, or admonishing with 
a kick the thoughtless advances of some frisky heifer; 
and, last of all, the great black bull brought up the 
rear, with an air of conscious superiority, as if he 
knew he was the cynosure of forty large soft eyes. 

The work of the dairy was finished by seven. At 
eight o'clock Sally was dressed, and en rovte for the 
fair. 

Her road lay through Shale End, by Marston's 
house ; and as she approached the door, she secretly 
wished he might not see her. Had Sally been asked 
her reason for wishing to avoid the schoolmaster, her 
ready tongue would have faltered at a reply, and the 
answer would have been as little to the point as 
county magistrates' reasons for their judgments. As 
they obey that lower intelligence " instinct," and so 
often hit the mark, so she, prompted in like manner, 
shrank from meeting the glance of her friend's clear 
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bright eye, lest it might penetrate into one little 
comer of her heart where a secret lay hid. 

" Botheration 1 " said the young girl, " sure enough 
here he is;*' as Marston, issuing from his doorway, 
stepped out to meet her. 

" Going to May Fair, I suppose, Sally ?" 

" Ees, Mister Marston, I meant to." 

** And what to do there ?" 

"Buy a gingerbread man, of course," said Sally, 
with a laugh ; " and when I'm tired of him I can 
eat'n." 

« And what besides, Sally ? " 

^ La, I don't know. Maybe somebody '11 treat me 
to the show, and then I wants to see my aunt" 

" And when are you coming home ? and in what 
company?" 

**La, what's the odds to you, I should like to 
know? Company, indeed! I keeps company with 
myself! Ha ! ha ! ha ! " cried Sally, tripping oflf. 

" But," said Marston, striding up to her, ** shall I 
come and meet you ? " 

" Meet me, indeed ! what's the man mean ?" 

Completely abashed, the poor schoolmaster slunk 
back to his solitary room, and watched from the 
window the trim figure of the retreating girl until a 
bend in the road hid her from his eyes. A strange 
light had played round his honest features as long as 
Sally was present or in sight ; but when she disap- 
peared, a cloud seemed to fall over him, and even 
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the little children noticed how glnm the master was 
looking. Great was the glee of the school when 
Marston announced that if they were attentive to 
their lessons he would give them a half-holiday. 

The town-clock had stmck eleven when Sally 
Jennings, accompanied by one or two female friends, 
found herself elbowing her way through the laughing, 
rollicking crowd of country folks who strolled up and 
down between the rows of booths, treating their 
sweethearts to cakes and ale, nuts, and ginger^ 
bread. 

We have on a former occasion' introduced the 
reader to an Arcadian fair. The present scene was a 
repetition of that which we have already described, 
* with the exception that the number of bipeds was 
considerably in excess of the four-footed animals. 
The latter had been the business attraction as usual, 
but the majority of the good folks had come into the 
town to eat, drink, and be merry. 

Every cottage in the vicinity of the scene of ope- 
rations had been divested of its ground-floor fur- 
niture preparatory to becoming a dancing saloon, and 
already impatient fiddlers scraped stray bars of rollick- 
ing reels, as they craned out through the windows 
watching the revellers passing to and fro. 

Eibbons of every colour danced in the breeze, eyes 
of every hue brightened with excitement Men joked 
and guflawed, drank muddy ale, and swore round 
oaths. Women giggled, sat in canvas booths, sipped 
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hot ale with sugar, diligently polishing the comers of 
their mouths with their pocket-handkerchiefs, mean- 
while blandly submitting to the vice-like pressure of 
their " boys* " arms. In Arcadia all unmarried men 
are " boys," all single women ** maaids." 

'' How art thee, Bill ? "— " How art thee, Jenny ? "— 
was, with the appropriate name, the fashionable mode 
of address ; for the mute Miltons are very numerous 
in the country. 

Of course the fair would not have been complete 
without the quack doctor, with his infallible worm 
powders and fearful specimens of bottled annelidae. 
Merry-go-rounds and tame lions mustered strongly. 
For those who had money or friends amusements of 
every kind abounded; and such was the general 
aspect of enjoyment, that the boot-lace sellers grinned, 
and fortunate possessors of incurable wounds wore 
dean bandages in honour of the day. 

Arm-and-arm, Sally, with her two friends, pushed 
their way to and fro through the crowd, until first 
one of her companions met her boy, and then the 
other proved equally fortunate, and she was left 
alone. She had made up her mind to tear herself 
away from the scene of enchantment when a pair of 
hands were placed on her shoulders from behind, and 
before she could scream out, she found herself twirled 
round face to face with young Milkwort, who ex- 
claimed, " I've found you at last Where the devil 
have you bin all this blessed day ?" 
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** Keep your hands to yourself," said Sally, flushing 
up. " Am't you ashamed o' yourself now ? " 

" Hold thee tongue, maaid ; thee 'rt too handflum to 
look cross.*' 

Mollified by the compliment^ Sally assumed a more 
complaisant air. 

" Hang it,'* said her master's son, ** I'm glad Fve 
met thee at last. Ever since we sold the steers I've 
been huntin' about for thee. Now come along ; 111 
stand treat" 

" No, thank ye," said Sally. 

**Hold thee bother, /2ome along o' me." Partly 
for the sake of gratifying her vanity by exhibiting 
herself "in company" with her young master, 
partly for love of fun and frolic, Sally took the 
proffered arm, and soon found herself in a booth, 
with a glass of the inevitable ale before her, which 
courtesy demanded she should taste. 

"If you're going to stay here I'm off," said the 
young girl. 

"And I'm coming," said Milkwort; "and we'll go 
and see the shows." 

The first, a peepshow, exhibited a celebrated 
murder committed by a groom in a saddle-room, 
where he subsequently boiled down the body of his 
victim — a young woman. The striking appearance 
of the famous perpetrator of the crime, with his 
striped yellow waistcoat, drab tights, bland face, 
and extended arm, with the hand grasping the fatal 
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knife, no less than the perfectly painted interior, 
with the crock on the fire, a red pool on the heaxth, 
and several articles of female attire scattered about, 
together formed a picture that rivetted the ^ze of 
the spectators. 

"If you look sharp," Said the proprietor of the 
work of art, "you will see a hack in the blade of 
the knife, when it struck agin the busk of her 
stays, and several of the airs of 'er 'ed hare still 
stuck in it. The Herl of Marlborough once had me 
up to Knowleby Castle to show it to his friends, and 
then and there offered me five hundred pounds to 
put it in his gallery o' paintings. * But,' ses I, * my 
lord, much obleeged to you I am ; but money won't 
buy it' " 

Milkwort was so pleased with the representation, 
that he nearly invested five shillings in an inch of 
the rope which suspended the distinguished original 
of the picture; and had not the showman, in his 
eagerness to sell, abated the price to a fifth of the 
sum originally asked, thereby exciting a suspicion 
of the genuineness of the article in the mind of his 
customer, the cabinet of curiosities at Thorntree 
might have possessed this valuabla relic. 

The great centre of attraction in the fair was a 
caravan containing a living skeleton with transparent 
skin, through which, £ts the oil painting outside 
proved, you could see the internal arrangement of 
his machinery, despite the opacity of the ribs. A 
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kangaroo, a rattlesnake, a learned pig, a giantess, 
and Miss Biffin, completed the catalogue of wonders. 

Just as Sally and young Milkwort reached the 
bottom of the ladder the door opened, and the stream 
of gratified visitors poured down, to allow another 
audience to fill their places. 

Mingling in the ascending current, our friends 
soon found themselves in the first rank of an eager 
crowd of spectators. The snakes crawled over the 
showman. The kangaroo exhibited her berceaunette. 
The tallest man in the company displayed his pigmy 
proportions beside the colossal figure of the giantess. 
Memberless Miss Biffin exhibited her imperfections, 
and wrote the names of ladies and gentlemen on 
slips of paper, which they appropriated and valued 
the more because they were unable to read them. 
Lastly the learned pig, adorned with a neat bow of 
blue ribbon round his neck, was introduced to the 
company. 

The cards were duly shuffled, laid in a circle, and 
the pig proceeded to display with his snout his 
powers of penetration — or rather divination. The 
showman adroitly slipping thin bits of carrot be- 
neath the cards required to be indicated in each 
trick, called upon his pupil to perform various sums 
in addition and multiplication — ^not much, however, 
to the edification of the spectators, who failed to 
follow the four-footed scholar in his more abstruse 
calculations. 
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• The animal was then requested to point out the 
young woman who was next to be married, which 
he accomplished with great adroitness amid the loud 
approbation of the audience. Next in order, the 
answers to certain queries, anti-Malthusian in their 
tendency, caused much merriment; then came the 
last and crowning effort. The showman, first looking 
round to select his yictiiri, desired the seer to point 
out the gal as the preacher kissed last Sunday in 
the vestry. Amid the broad grins of the lads and 
lasses, the hog slowly traversed the circle until 
stopping at the card lying at Sally's feet, he gave a 
loud grunt. "That's she; is it then?" said the 
showman. All eyes were turned on poor Sally, who 
blushing scarlet tried ineffectually to join the general 
giggle- " -Ajid a deuced lucky fellow he was too," 
said the showman, banging open the door with— 
" Now, leddies and genelmen, if you please ! " 

"What the devil does he mean?" said young 
Milkwort, whose slow mind had only grasped the 
idea when his feet touched terra firma. "I'll go 
back and blacken his eyes for'm, the rascal." 

** Hush ! " said Sally, who had recovered her com- 
posure. " 'Twas only a bit o' fun, after all said and 
done." 

"Where shall we go to now?" asked her com- 
panion. 

" Fm going to my aunt's," was the answer. 

" How long *11 you be there ? " 
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" I can't say ! " 

" A hour ? " 

"Maybe!" 

" Well ! I'll come and fetch thee." 

" Never mind me ; 111 take care of myself." 

" But won't ye come and have a bit of a dance 
first?". 

"Not if I knows it." 

" Well, I ses you shall ] " 

" Well, I ses I shan't ! " 

"Well, we'll see." 

"I won't then, and there's enough for you; so 
don't bother me." 

" Oh ! I sees it now," said Milkwort. " The pig 
wam't so far wrong as a body med think. 'Tis the 
preacher won't let you." 

"The preacher, indeed! Who's the preacher I 
cares tuppence for ? " 

"I can see without spectacles," said Milkwort. 
" Why, you're duller than the pig, maid. Will you 
come and dance a reel then ? " 

" Not now ! " 

" By-and-by, then ? " 

"Don't bother!" Sally turned on her heel and 
tripped off to visit her relative. 

As ill luck would have it, her aunt was out; 
so Sally was obliged to return to the fair, and 
again young Milkwort met her. What should she 
do? He renewed his quizzing, and as only truth 
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wounds, she resolved to risk her reputation as a 
convert rather thai, submit to his jokes. Moreover, 
it was too soon to return home; so Milkwort led 
her off to the most fashionable ball-room in the 
fair. 

** La ! " said one girl, " here's Sally. Who's she 
keepin' company with?" 

" Don't you know ? " said her interlocutor ; ** young 
Milkwort." 

" Lauk-ardaisy ! that she, is it? Well! she is 
a bould-looking one, let the boys say what they 
likes." 

" Ah 1 " said the speaker's sister, whose face was* 
deeply seamed with the smaU-pox ; " I wouldn't be 
like her for all the goold in the Injees." 

The floor was of mortar ; many of the beaux wore 
nailed shoes ; and as half the performers' skill Con- 
sisted in beating time to the music with their feet, 
the noise obliged every speaker to raise his voice, 
so that the row was deafening. 

Four-handed reels, three-handed reels, and jigs 
followed in rapid succession. Whenever one set 
of dancers yielded to fatigue, another took their 
places. It was in the majority of instances the 
one dance for the year. Unless some wedding 
should intervene, the fiddle would be silent for all 
till May Fair came again. So they wiped the sweat 
from their faces with red pocket-handkerchiefs, and 
began a^ain. Muddy ale and ginger-bread supplied 
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the places of ices and champagne. If the criticisms 
freely indulged in on all sides were rather loud, they 
were not severer than may be heard at Almack's. 

Perhaps it was the excitement of the dance, per- 
haps it was the buoyancy arising from one day's 
reprieve from work, perhaps it was the intoxicating 
vision of so much beauty, perhaps it was the beer ; 
but {rom one or other of these causes long before 
sunset several individuals in the company, of both 
sexes, were evidently delirious with pleasure. 

Among others who had rendered themselves con- 
spicuous for the energy of their movements was a 
little taUor, whose physiognomy was unhappily simian 
in character ; indeed, his appearance could not fail 
to be suggestive of a direct descent from an ancestor 
with a prehensile tail. 

When Sally and her companion first entered the 
apartment they found him cutting a double shuffle 
with an adroitness surpassing every other dancer; 
and on leaving the room to procure refreshments, he 
was again before the public. 

Presently higher and more discordant sounds than 
consisted with the harmony of the meeting arrested 
their attention, and then the fiddle ceased, and a 
woman's voice performed a solo. 

**Come along, Sally; let's see what's the row 
about." 

Nothing loth, Sally responded to the invitation, 
and succeeded in squeezing herself in through the 
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doorway, before it was blocked up by the eager 
throng. 

" I didn't ! " said a pale-faced little woman, looking 
fiercely at the tailor, who, in a deprecating attitude, 
was addressing the audience. 

"What's the matter?" said Sally to the person 
next to her. 

" Oh, Peggy Weybridge had a tumble over Caleb's 
(the tailor's) leg, and she's as wicked as a adder ! " 

" Yes, you did," said Caleb. 

" No ! your' a liart." 

" HI ax any o' the company present, if you didn't 
say as I was a monkey ! " 

" No, I said as you was like the son of a monkey, 
that's what I say now, and I'll say it agin." 

Nobody seemed disposed to engage in a dispute 
with Peggy ; but Caleb was by no means satisfied, so 
turning to the company he said : — 

" She can't go from it noways. Not as I cared for 
myself, but to go for to say anything agin the cha- 
racter of my mother, as nobody could say nothin' 
against, did hurt me more than a little." 

"I never spoke your mother's name," interposed 

Peggy. 

" Yes ; but you said I was the son " — 

Here the fiddle again struck up, and the dancing 

recommenced. 
"K you're ready," said Milkwort, "we'll come 

home now." 

VOL. I. H 
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This proposition was fatal to Sally's plans, there- 
fore she replied, " I mitst see my aunt first" 

'' Then I'll come with you." 

** Not if I knows it* She'll tell mother, and mother 
'11 tell missis, and then there'll be a tremendous 



noise." 



" Where shall I meet you, then ? " 

" Oh, you needn't trouble to meet me anywhere ; 
I can take care o' myself." 

« But I wilL" 

" Very well, then ; you sit on the Market Cross 
steps till I come." With this indefinite arrange- 
ment, which poor Milkwort innocently believed to be 
an assignation, Sally left the house, and instantly set 
out on her homeward journey. 

" I shall be too soon," said she to herself, " by a 
hour or more, but I can't help it." 

It was now past seven o'clock, and an hour and 
a-half was sufiBcient to enable her to reach the Quarry 
Lane, where the preacher had promised to meet her. 
For some miles her road was the turnpike, then it 
turned to the right, through country Itmes, more than 
one of which led to Shale End. The least frequented 
one, was of course selected ; but just as she reached 
the turning, the figure of a man emerged from the 
shadow of the lane, and stood directly in her 
path. 

Sally could not restrain a faint scream, 

" Is it you at last ? " said a well-known voice. 
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«Good , Mr. Marston, is that yon? What 

brings you from home to-night ? " 

Ton, Sallyl" 

^Mej What have I got to do with it?" 

" I can't tell you very well," said Marston ; " but 
you have been in my thoughts so much this evening, 
that I couldn't rest without coming to look after 
you." 

** Thank you for nothing, then ; Sally Jennings can 
come home from fair without your help." 

" Nonsense, Sally," replied Marston. ^ It's a long 
way for a young woman to walk after night, when 
there are so many drunken men in the road." (It 
was now half-past eight, cloudy and dark.) 

" Drunken men, indeed ! Little I cares for men, 
drunk or sober ! " 

" Well, never mind, then," said Marston, in a con- 
ciliatory tone, "let us make the best of our way 
home." 

"Bother you!" muttered Sally; "but you shan't 
spoil my sport come what may, if I go back again." 

Marston and his companion walked on in silence 
for some time. As a rule (except in the case of 
young ladies occupying the same bed), darkness is 
not favourable to speech. The most animated con- 
versation pauses during the passage through a rail- 
way tunnel, and rooks and magpies caw and chatter 
less in gloomy weather than on bright days. 

" It's very dark, Sally." 
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" I don't find it so ; perhaps your eyes is failin'/' 

Marston tried to laugh. 

After another long pause he began again : ** Sally, 
do you know what it is to have always one person 
before your eyes night and day ; it matters not whe- 
ther they be open or shut, or whether you are awake 
or asleep ? Do you know what it is to hear one voice 
always, whether others are speaking or not, and to 
feel that that person is near you, even when you 
know that you are miles apart? " 

Sally remained silent. The words of the school- 
master expressed her own experience ; but little did 
he think how deep a chord he had struck in the 
young girl's heart. 

" Do you know what it is to lie tossing awake all 
night unable to sleep for thinking ? Do you know 
what it is to be dreaming all day when you ought to 
be working; to give foolish answers to plain ques- 
tions; to start when you are spoken to, and hear 
folks ask. What's the matter; are you gone out of 
your mind ? " 

How should I know ? " said Sally. 
Very true ! very true ! How should you know 
indeed ? God grant that you may never know what 
it is to sujQfer as I suffer." 

*' Are you ill ? Mr. Marston." 

"Yes, Sally, ill, wo]*se than ill; for I fear the 
herb does not grow, and the drug has not been found 
that can cure me." 
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" Fm very sorry for you/' said the young girl, in a 
truly sympathetic tone; and her voice so softly 
modulated, sent a thrill through the schoolmaster's 
heart 

"Why should I attempt to conceal from you, 
SaUy, that which your natural quickness has long 
since discovered ? Tou know that I love you. Can 
you give me any hope that some day I may call you 
wife?" 

"No ! never! " she replied. 

Marston felt sick and staggered. 

** Good night ! " said Sally, abruptly. 

" What do you mean ? " said the schoolmaster. 

" After what 's passed, I should rather go home by 
myself; so good night again." 

"No, indeed, you shan't. Do you think I shall 
leave you alone after coming out to meet you? 
Though you can't love me, Sally, I still mean to be 
your friend." 

** Further than that comal you shan't come with 
me, let what wiU happen : so there 's all about it. 
I'm very sorry for you, Mr. Marston ; but you don't 
know how to manage us gaJs. And — and — ^I'm very 
sorry for you." 

By this time they had approached the Quarry Lane, 
and Marston was in the way. How to get rid of him 
without hurting his feelings was a puzzle ; but the 
end had to be accomplished; so Sally came to a 
stand-still, saying, " If I was never to move again. 
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I won't go one step more along this road in your 
company, Mr. Marston." 

In yain the schoolmaster begged and entreated; 
he even attempted to put his arm round her waist to 
compel her gently, but he received such a tingling 
box on the ear that he was glad to retreat out of 
reach of her fingers ; and finally seeing the case had 
become desperate, he set o£f alone. 

Five minutes afterwards, SaUy displayed less coy^ 
ness when at the appointed spot she encountered her 
pastor and admirer. 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

Some weeks after the events narrated in the last 
chapter, it being Saturday and a holiday, Marston 
resolved to gratify his antiquarian foible by making 
an expedition to the site of an old earthwork in the 
neighbourhood, which rejoiced in the name of the 
^* Bloody Heap." 

When planning the expedition in his mind the 
previous evening, he determined to rise early and 
take his breakfast with him. But since his rebuff on 
the evening of May Fair his spirits had lost much of 
their wonted elasticity, and apathy had almost taken 
possession of his souL Therefore, when he opened 
the door of his cottage, and inhaled the fresh breath 
of the morning that came wafted by the south wind 
over the dewy pastures and green comjSelds, he felt 
that the brightness without contrasted too strongly 
with the darkness within. So the sunshine was not 
permitted to cross his threshold, and he returned to 
complete his household duties in all sadness and 
soberness. 
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" It 's very lonely/' he said. Echo answered, 
"Lonely!" "I feel it more, now that I have no 
hope of changing this solitary life." 

He went to the little window, leaned upon the sill, 
wiped off the dew from the pane with his hand, and 
fancied he was looking out into the garden-plot. " I 
do not understand it," he muttered ; " but from a boy 
I never won anything I really wished for. Others 
who are no better than myself prosper. Wives lean 
on their arms, children gather round their knees, 
and it matters not how numerous they are. Provi- 
dence finds food for them alL" While he mused a 
soft face rubbed against his cheek. "Ah! pussy," 
said he, smiling." do you love xne?" Thecatpuid 
louder than before, and the poor dumb friend's 
caresses soothed the sad spirit of the schoolmaster. 

Once diverted from himself, his thoughts rose 
higher, and the remembrance of solenm duties yet 
unaccomplished came upon him with peculiar force. 
Taking down the Great Book, he read the eighty- 
fourth Psalm, and when he finished it he exclaimed 
aloud, " I see it now. ' No good thing will be with- 
held from them that walk uprightly.' But how hard 
it is to fancy that the thing you believe to be good 
and long for is withheld because Omniscience sees 
that it would be a snare. Sooner or later the riddle 
will be read; meanwhile we must have faith and 
wait." i 

Quieted but not satisfied, Marston prepared his 
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simple meal : made his tea, toasted his herring, and 
.when he had finished breakfast washed his cup and 
saucer, replaced them on the shelf, banked up his 
fire, and then shouldering a pickaxe started on his 
excursion just as his clock struck seven. 

"Where yer oflf to, Measter?" asked more than 
one of his rustic acquaintances who met him on the 
road, surprised at seeing the tool on his shoulder. 

" It 's too soon for new petates !" said one. " Is old 
Marrabones (the sexton) dead or laid up ? " cried an- 
other. " Are yer going a goold-diggin' ? " chuckled 
a third. 

" No," said Marston, smiling, " I'm going to un- 
earth some old notions." 

"What the diggins does he mean?" murmured 
each puzzled rustic. " He 's a deep chap," said one. 
" He 's a rum lad," muttered another ; and the third 
overtaking the second, remarked, " It'U take a queer 
bird to count the feathers of a chicken afore she 's 
hatched, but, by gosh, Measter 'd try." 

The schoolmaster stepped out blithely, and walked 

oflf a load of care as every mile was placed behind 

him. Surrounded by the freshness of Nature, and no 

door to close in her face, he felt the influence of her 

beauty steal over him insensibly. Tennyson had not 

written his * Two Voices ' then, yet he too 

" Wondered at the bounteous hours, 
The slow result of winter showers/' 

He scarce could see the grass for flowers. Brighter 
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and happier than he had been for days, he strode on 
his way, rejoicing that fortune bad fayoored him with 
such a glorious morning for his walk. 

HayiQg followed the high road for some miles, the 
rest of his way led him over pasture and through 
eomfields, until he gained a large unenclosed space 
which swept round the base of the '* Bloody Heap " 
for many a broad expanded mile. 

The ^^ mountain," as all the hills and uplands were 
designated, was covered with short furze, heather, 
and patches of grass ; and was moreoyer bisected by 
a bright trout-stream that leaped and* sparkled oyer 
black boulders, and danced along gravelly shallows. 
So little was it disturbed by human foot that many 
snipes bred in its bogs, and wild ducks reared their 
broods in the grassy islets that gftudded a piece of 
shallow water known as " the Ponds." In the sum- 
mer the neighbouring farmers, who held a common 
right oyer the waste in proportion to the extent of 
their farms, employed it as a run for young cattle 
and sheep, many of which were now to be seen roam- 
ing hither and thither. 

Grossing the moorland, Marston reached, after an 
hour's sharp walking, the foot of the hill, which 
reared itself about five hundred feet above the plain. 
Except on the north side it was inaccessible : huge 
walls of rock formed impregnable battlements which 
had triumphantly withstood the siege of time. 
Where J^ature paused in her defensive work, man 
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had taken up the task ; and a vast ditch and em* 
bankment> now grass-grown, testified that the pre- 
historic days were not always times of peace. 

It was a zigzag pathway to the summit ; and more 
than one old ram, feeling the advantage of his posi* 
tion on higher ground, shook his head as if he meant 
to dispute the intruder's progress. But whether they 
saw from the peaceful aspect of the schoolmaster that 
he was a non-combatant, or, feeling the heat, they 
fancied he was wool-gathering, and felt grateful for 
his presumed intentions, is unknown; at any rate, 
without let or hindrance, Marston gained the highest 
point of the boldest crag, and looked around with 
that complacent air which a man feels when he has 
overcome a diflSiculty. 

Some twenty miles distant the sea bounded the 
horizon, and swept cdong to the right and left as far 
as the eye could reach. Several vessels were in sight, 
sleeping motionless on the still water, but too remote 
to excite the interest of the spectator. Beneath and 
far around was spread out a vast expanse of undulating 
ground, wooded knolls and valleys, many of the latter 
deep in shadow. The brook he had lately crossed in 
all its sinuous length was visible, until it fell into the 
larger river that separated Arcadia fix)m the neigh- 
bouring county. A little way beneath the conflu- 
ence of the streams fishermen in wicker boats were 
dragging their salmon-nets. Though not sufficiently 
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near to discern their outline, to Marston, who was 
well acquainted with their basket-form, they at once 
became associated with the object of his expedition. 

" Here," he exclaimed aloud, " I stand upon the 
site of one of the strongholds of the people, of whom 
nothing that lives remains, except the rude coracles 
such as they used. The most fragile of their pos- 
sessions is now the last link that binds our present 
to their past; and could one of the old sentinels 
start from the dust beneath me, he might still go 
fishing in the river in such a craft as he used in 
spearing salmon when a boy I " 

The schoolmaster stood upon a heap of rough 
stones — spiled on the summit of a rock — ^the rude 
monument of some chieftain who perchance had 
fallen there in the defence of his citadel. Turning 
from the seaward view, he surveyed the scene be- 
neath and around him. A vast wall, at least a mile 
in circumference, encircled the summit of the emi- 
nence, skilfully designed so as to take advantage of 
the natural escarpment of the rock, but now for the 
most part thrown down, and in many places covered 
with turf. Once it stood some thirty feet high, 
pierced with passages that communicated with cir- 
cular guardhouses beside the two entrances, and also 
with smaller rooms used as habitations. Outside 
the gateways, and ranged along the wall in various 
places were round pits, corresponding to modem 
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rifle-pits, where bowmen and spearmen once en- 
sconced themselves, while they raiaed their missiles 
on ascending foes. 

Within the enclosure were countless heaps of 
fallen stones, once forming habitations. Large blocks, 
possibly rough ornamental slabs, defaced though by 
no epitaphs, lay prone upon the ground ; nevertheless 
not speechless, but like the cromlechs and Druid 
circles speaking of a Titan race who raised these 
aptly designated " Cyclopean Towns." 

Marston, musing on the past, reconstructed the 
interior of the nameless city. Again the wicker 
and mud-plastered huts rose in streets, and clustered 
among the more substantial edifices of stone. Again 
the painted skin-clad giant warriors strode through 
the streets, and mustered on the battlements. Again 
the watchmen noted every moving figure in the 
plains and valleys, or in dark weather strained their 
eyes through fissures in the fog to catch the first 
glimpse of expected foes. Once more the fires 
crackled on a thousand hearths, and swarthy matrons 
vexed themselves vsdth household cares. Once more 
the fair-haired damsels smiled and cast sly glances 
at the lithe and sinewy young men as they passed. 
Once more the bard's crewth tinkled, and the songs 
of the eastern land from which the people came rose 
in the evening air, and floated down the valley. 

A glorious time of love and war, and scanty toil, 
seen through the mist and haze of centuries ! With 
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incantations, mystic rites of Druid priests, dark groves, 
torchlight processions over barren heaths, or on wild 
headlands stretching out to sea, with the red glare 
floating over the dark waters beneath ! 

These and a thousand kindred fancies passed 
through the schoohnaster's brain and held him speU- 
bound, until his eye falling on his shortened shadow 
reminded him that the sun had gained the keystone 
of the arch, and he- must commence his work imme- 
diately. 

" Where shall I begin ?" said ha " I have tried 
fifty times, I am sure, to recover some of the weapons 
or implements ^e old people used, and yet I have 
found nothing." 

Marston roamed about a little time longer, and at 
length decided on excavating the floor of one of the 
aforementioned guardhouses. Then it was he re- 
membered he had brought no shovel, consequently 
it was useless labour to loosen earth which he had 
no tool to remove, so he set about to examine some 
of the passages in the great wall, with most of which 
he was familiar. Presently he found his way into 
an inner circular chamber, the roof of which was 
nearly intact, and on removing some of the loose 
stones on the bottom he found distinct traces of fire 
which had burned on the rude hearthstone in the 
centre in some far-off age. Marston now determined 
to lift the stone, an attempt which cost him no small 
expenditure of strength, but which he accomplished 
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after considerable effort^ when he came upon a bed 
of loose rubble, evidently thrown in to fill up the 
excavation. Loosening the stones with his pickaxe, 
he then commenced throwing them out by hand, and 
finally succeeded in uncovering a large flat stone, 
which proved to be the lid of a cyst — alas ! quite 
empty, save a handful of dust that might have been 
the remains of some old chief. Tired with his work, 
Marston sat down, placing the handle of the pickaxe 
on the ground, he rested his arms on the iron part- 
querying should he go home, or should he continue 
his search ? 

He was suddenly startled from his reverie by the 
sound of a woman crying. He could not help at 
first an involuntary shudder, but the sobbing was too 
loud to proceed from any but a material form. 

What . can it mean ? thought Marston. Quietly 
retracing his steps, he gained the outside of the 
rampart; but the sound proceeded from within. 
Cautiously creeping up he gained the summit, and 
a few yards beneath sat a woman rocking herself to 
and fro in an agony of grief. 

Ever thoughtful for others, it flashed through 
his mind, I£ I discover myself now I shall frighten 
her terribly. So he clambered down a£;ain on the 
outside, having determined to enter tlTenclosure 
through one of the gateways and approach the 
mourner face to face. This he accomplished, but 
when the sound of his footsteps caused the stranger 
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to look up, he could scarcely refrain from echoing 
her shriek when he perceived the unknown was 
Sally Jennings. 

" Oh ! Mr. Marston, you frightened me so ! " 

" This you, Sally ! What, in the name of fate, 
are you doing here by yourself, and crying too ?" 

" Crying ! who says I was crying ?'* 

" I say I heard you, and that the tears are wet 
on your cheeks now. Tell me, Sally ; you have no 
better friend than me. What is it all about?" 

Sally was seated on a block of stone, holding some 
object in one hand, which she was mechanically 
smoothing with the other. After a pause, during 
which she recovered her composure, she with imper- 
turbable gravity answered "Nothin*!" 

"Nothing, Sally? Young girls don't climb the 
^* Bloody Heap " to sit down on its stones crying for 
nothing. K I can't be anything else to you, I can 
be your friend." 

'* Well," said Sally, " they be washin' sheep in the 
Deadman's Pool, and I came out to lend a hand : and 
one o* the yos (ewes) run up this way, and I come 
after her ye see, and 'tis maayn hot, and I felt giddy 
like, and set a-cryin' like another fool." Then in 
the same breath she added, " Here's a fimny thing I 
found, Mr. Marston !" and then she flung at his feet 
the thing she held in her hand. 

Marston picked it up, and found himseK the pos- 
sessor of a rude stone hammer. 
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" Dear me !" said he, ** where did you find this, 
Sally ? " 

" Coming through the slop there, I picked it up. , 
Is it any good ? " 

"Good!" echoed Marston. "Not that exactly, 
but very curious. Will you give it to me ? " 

" Sartainly ; you med keep the old * popple * for 
all me," replied Sally, rising to her feet. 

The relic for a moment diverted Marston's atten- 
tion from the inquiry into the cause of the young 
girl's sorrow, but now he returned to the charge. 
Simple-minded as he was, Sally's explanation was 
too transparently fabulous. However, he could get 
nothing more than, "Don't bother, Mr. Marston, 
medn't I cry if I likes ? " ^ 

Without farther parley the young girl sped down 
the hill, and Marston followed, pickaxe on shoulder, 
as &st as he could. 

Fortune was evidently against Sally. When half- 
way from the bottom her foot tripped, and she fell 
heavily on the stony ground. 

Instantly Marston was at her side assisting her to 
rise. 

" Are you much hurt ?" said he. 

The tears were fiill in the young girl's eyes, but 
by a great effort she restrained them. 

" My left arm is very sore," said she, endeavour- 
ing to lift it 

" Can you move your fingers, Sally ? " said Marston. 

VOL. L I 
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She tried, but in yain. Wherenpon the school- 
master loosened his long cotton cravat, and, with 
the addition of his handkerchief bound up the broken 
limb. 

" You must take my arm now, Sally." 

The offer was accepted with a smile of genuine 
gratitude that made the poor schoolmaster's heart 
dance madly against his side. 

Much astonishment was expressed by the sheep- 
washers at the arrival of Marston and his companion. 

Milkwort, father and soil, were there — ^the latter 
up to his waist in water; Bill Jennings was also 
among the number of the men, but his Arcadian 
mind was not to be disturbed by a bandage on his 
daughter's arm. 

" Be this the old yo as yer went to fetch?" said 
young Milkwort, looking at Marston. 

'^ Ha looks maain sheepish like," said the plough- 
boy. 

" Hold thee tongue," interposed Bill ; " thee'st 
talking 'bout a better man nor thyself." 

" Well, Measter," said old Milkwort, " you can 
speak for yerself I spose. How come you and Sally 
together ? " 

*' I was on the hill hunting for relics and found 
Sally resting on a stone. What .brought her up 
there you know as well, or better than I do. But 
come, have you got a cart here ? because she has in- 
jured her arm sadly, and she must go home at once." 
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" Ay/' said the young farmer, " here's a cart as 
we brought the hurls in this morning, and if you'll 
ketch the old mear I'll drive her home." 

Marston started in pursuit of the animal, and by 
this time Bill Jennings thought he might ascertain 
the extent of Sally's accident 

" Is thee earm badly bruised, maaid ?" 

" Ees ! 'Tis broke I " 

" Broke ! how'st thee know ? " 

" So Mr. Marston said," 

" Like enough he knows." 

Bill then resumed his washing. 

When the mare was harnessed, " I'll go with you 
as far as the cross roads, and bring the doctor." 

" Tom," said his father, as young Milkwort was 
getting on the whistle-board, " you can't be spared ; 
come back here; the Measter 'U take care o' 
SaUy." 

Tom Youchsafed no answer; but, tugged at the 
reins, and the old mare, roused by the opposition 
to a forward course, in a spirit of obstinacy at once 
stepped out in the direction of Thomtree. 



116 A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

At the cross roads Marston jumped oflf the whistle- 
board to summon the Doctor to Thomtree. 

Doctor Haddocks was the brother of the squire, 
the owner of Thomtree, and a score or more of farms 
besides ; Lord of the Manor of Merton, Gustos Botu- 
lorum. Deputy Lieutenant, and Lay Eector of the 
Parish of St. Olaflf. He, the Doctor, had been a 
surgeon in his Majesty's navy, from which he retired 
as soon as " assistant " formed no part of his title. 

All the property belonged to his brother save an 
annuity of one hundred and fifty pounds, which, 
with his half pay, formed the Doctor's entire in- 
come. The Hall was large enough for half-a-dozen 
families, therefore he had no hesitation in accepting 
his brother's offer to take up his abode with him ; 
and, save those differences of character which ren- 
dered each other's society mutually piquant, they 
got on very well together. 

Possessing a mild taste for field sports, a mania 
for more than one branch of science, including taxi- 
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dermy, archaeology, and geology^ a dislike to general 
society, a love of the country, a rough manner, and 
a kind heart, the Hall suited him admirably. He 
had his own suite of apartments, containing as 
the centre and citadel his " den," where books, 
papers, stuffed animals, and a large collection of 
fossils, formed his most highly valued possessions. 

In person he was of the middle height^ slight, with 
bright blue eyes, angular features, and reddish hair. 
His costume invariably consisted of white corduroy 
trousers and gaiters, a cutaway coat, light spotted 
cotton cravat, and waistcoat to match. Professional 
practice, in the usual acceptation of the term, he had 
none ; but there was scarcely a cottage in the three 
parishes which he had not on some occasion visited ; 
and although he strenuously resisted visiting those 
who could afford to pay a medical man, he never 
refused advice to others who had nothing but thanks 
to offer. All these good works he did in a rough 
off-handed manner, occasionally swearing a round 
oath at the obstinacy and ignorance of some of his 
patients; but withal he had a kindly good-natured 
tone, which completely took the edge off his 
petulance. 

The Doctor was very busy preparing some speci- 
men when a knock at the door caused him to 
exclaim — 

« Come in ! " and in a breath, " What the devil do 
you want?" 
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" Mr. Marston wants to see you, sir," said the 
servant* 

^ Marston, eh ! Marston, eh ! What's he after ? ^ 

" He didn't tell me, sir." 

" I didn't ask you ; show him up." 

Presently a man's step was heard in the corridor, 
and then feet scraped on the mat 

Without turning round, still intent on his work, 
the Doctor shouted out, " Come in, Marston, come 
in. What's the best news with you? My child's 
dead, Marston ; dead, upon my honour ! " All this 
time the Doctor was working with his penknife at 
some object in his hand. " Now then to remove the 
brains," continued the Doctor, " and we'll have the 
youngster ship-shape in the twinkling of a dead- 
eye." 

"What did you say about your child, Doctor?" 
said Marston. 

" I've been completing the incubation of an egg 
the keeper found in the Alder Bottoms last week ; 
and yesterday I hatched it." 

" Hatched what. Doctor ? " 

"Why, man, I put the egg in my bosom, and last 
evening the chick chipped the shell ; but, hang me ! 
I was taken so by surprise at the appearance of the 
little stranger, that I had no food suitable for it when 
it arrived, and I have just this moment taken off its 
jacket preparatory to putting him in my museum." 
Here the Doctor held up the skin of a woodcock 
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cWcken, whose untimely end he had just been de- 
ploring. 

" What a funny little thing it is ! " said the master ; 
*' such a jolly long bill ! But, Doctor, if you can 
stay, there's a young woman wanting your services 
badly." 

" Can't come now, Marston — can't come now, you 
see. Must preserve the child — ^must pick his brains 
— ^must dust its skin, and find as good a stuffing for 
him as his mother did." 

** But, sir, she's seriously hurt.'* 

" Ay, so you all say. I was nev^ sent for to an 
old woman in the colic, but the messenger swore she 
was dying." 

** Well, Doctor, Sally Jennings is not dying, but 
she has broken her arm, and is in great pain." 

" Sally Jennings ! Sally Jennings ! What ! do you 
mean that pretty girl at Milk wort's? Oh I I can see 
through the bushes — eh — Marston — eh ? That's the 
way the wind blows, is it?" 

" If, sir," said Marston, looking grave, " you would 
come and set the bone, you would be doing a great 
kindness." , 

** Come, man — yes, of course 111 come, only don't 
be in a hurry. Eing that beU, will you ? and by the 
time the gig's ready Fll put the infant in shape." 

With the dexterity of a practised taxidermist, the 
arsenic was dusted over the skin, wires were fitted 
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into the tiny legs, and the cotton-wool again restor^ 
the visible form of the chick. 

" That wiU do for the present," said the Doctor ; 
" now let me wash my hands, and I will be with yon 
directly." 

The gig was abready at the 'door, and, as soon as 
the Doctor gathered up the reins, the mare started 
"off at a speed not less than ten nules an hour. 

** How did the accident happen, Marston ? " 

The schoolmaster related the story. 

*' Well, you are a pretty fellow for a quiet man," 
said the Doctor; '^ spending your morning in romping 
with the prettiest girl in the parish, and then break- 
ing her arm to finish off witL" 

The poor schoolmaster was about to enter into 
an elaborate defence of his conduct; but the Doctor 
stopped him with a merry chuckle, and a "Tush, 
tush, man! we're all alike — ^never a sage yet, but 
a pretty woman could make a fool of him if she 
chose." 

After less than an hour's drive, they drew up at 
the garden-gate of Thomtree. Entering the kitchen, 
they found Sally sitting on the askew, with Mrs. 
Milkwort standing in front, as if on guard. Her son 
having shown a wish to play the part of sympathiser, 
had been bullied and cajoled into returning to the 
sheep-washers ; and now she waited the arrival of the 
Doctor with an injured spirit; for Sally's accident 
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would entail on her the alternative of additional 
labour, or the payment of a substitute. 

As soon as Marston saw her, he felt disposed to 
beat a retreat; as he had not forgotten his last 
ungracious reception at the farm. But there sat 
Sally Jennings pale and suffering ; no other help was 
at hand, in case the Doctor needed assistance, than 
that of Mrs. Milkwort and himseK; so he was obliged 
to face the stem aspect of that lady, who scarcely 
deigned to acknowledge his salutation. 

"What have you been at, Sally?'* said the 
Doctor ; " larking on the mountain with our friend 
here ? " 

"No, indeed. Doctor; I was lookin' for a yo, and 
comin down the mountain my foot slipped, and down 
I goes." 

"What is the matter with her arm, Doctor?" 
asked the lady of the house. * 

" Broken." 

** Then how long 'fore she can work again ? " 

" Oh, six weeks, or perhaps two months." 

"There, now, you good-for-nothing huzzy! — see 
what you've done for y'rself I" said Mrs. Milkwort, 
looking Sally in the face. 

" Hush ! don't talk nonsense," said the Doctor. 

" Ah, it's always the way with the men," said Mrs. 
Milkwort ; " they're like rotten apples — all over ten- 
derness whenever a pretty woman is concerned." 



122 A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 

Marston essayed to make an obseryation; but his 
mouth was soon stopped. 

"Ah! you're a nice quiet one, you are! nobody's 
nothin' to say agin you nohow. You walks home at 
night, and you strolls out by day. You palavers 
in the lanes, and you plays upon the mountain, 
thinking nobody sees you— eh ! Time wiU prove 
many things," concluded Mrs. Milkwort, looking 
oracular. 

The Doctor meanwhile occupied himself with hi^ 
patient ; and, assisted by Marston, placed the arm in 
splints, and carefiilly bandaged it. Moreover, he 
noted one or two symptoms, and, turning to the 
schoolmaster, he shook his head, as he smiled, saying, 
« you sly dog I " 

Poor Marston was overwhelmed. Mrs. Milkworts 
broadside rattled o£f him like hail £rom a penthouse ; 
but the insinuation of the Doctor felt like the secret 
stab of a knife. 

" I — ^I don't know what you mean, sir ! " 

The Doctor stuck his tongue in his cheek, and 
said, sotto voce, " All I've to say is — she's a devilish 
pretty girl ! " and then aloud — " Mrs. Milkwort, you 
must take care of her : and be sure that you follow 
my instructions ;" which he proceeded to give in the 
usual formula ; and then, accompanied by the school- 
master, took his leave. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

• 

When the fanner and his son returned that evening, 
they found the Commander-in-chief in a perturbed 
state of mind. With all her faults, Sally was a useful 
servant. In the first place, then, it was annoying to 
lose her services ; secondly, it was expensive to pay 
another to do her work, while she still continued to 
be an inmate of Thomtree — ^a very drone in a very 
busy hive. 

" How's Sally ? " said Milkwort, seating himself in 
an arm chair near the fire (although it was the month 
of June), at the same time taking down a pipe from 
the chimney-piece. 

Mrs. Milkwort vouchsafed no answer, but ostenta- 
tiously proceeded with the arrangements for supper, 
all of which labours she (for the improvement of her 
temper) arranged should devolve upon herself by 
dismissing the other servant to perform some super- 
fluous work in the dairy. 

The farmer pressed the tobacco into the bowl of 
his pipe a little tighter than usual, and repeated his 
question. 
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The porridge was made ready for the servants ; the 
bread, cheese, and beer were arranged for father and 
son, and still the oracle was dumb. Young Milkwort 
came in, the unlighted pipe was put down, and the 
hungry men commenced their repast ; but as soon as 
the keen edge of his appetite was removed, the farmer 
returned to the charge. 

Warmed by her work, and the temperature of her 
spirits thus raised, Mrs. Milkwort replied : — 

"What! am I to be parsecuted for all along o* 
Sally Jennings ? Isn't it enough for her to bring my 
son home from the middle o' his work, to send that 
sneak the schoolmaster to fetch Doctor Maddocks, to 
turn the whole house topsy-turvy, but you must begin 
to fiddle to the same tune, and nobody to do as much 
as wash a dish in the house, because that good-for- 
nothing lump must go tumbling about the hills with 
the men ; and you, the lawful husband of one wife, as 
slaves for you from momin' till night ? Am't you 
ashamed o' yourself, Henry Milkwort? and if you 
am't, more's the shame for you. And, I dare say, 
you'd like for to keep that idle huzzy here a doin' 
nothin' from Sunday momin' tiU Saturday night, 
with yer * How are yer gettin' on, Sally ? ' and you 
sittin' by and seein' me doin' aU the work, and not so 
much as liftin' yer little finger. But I'll match yer 
— ^I knows yer little game : I'm not the fool I looks 
neither. She walks out through that door to-morrow ; 
and, afore she crosses it again, she shall be able to 
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do her work ; and what I ses I means, and what I 
means I sticks to." 

Haying finished her oration, the table at which 
her husband and son sat was swept of its contents. 
The former resumed his pipe, and the latter stole off 
to bed. 

Bill Jennings reported the speech to his wife on 
his return home an hour afterwards ; and next mom^ 
ing at breakfast time Betty made her appearance at 
Thomtree to know what was to be done with her 
daughter. 

Pain and loss of rest had rendered the patient 
feverish, and her mother found her worse than she 
anticipated. When Mrs. Milkwort saw how ill she 
was, the woman in her triumphed, and she said Sally 
was welcome to stay till she was better able to be 
moved. 

Strange to say, the girl's inclinations chimed with 
the original intention of her mistress, and though she 
knew the discomfort of the mud hut she called home, 
6ind remembered the one bed which she would have 
to share with her mother and the youngest child 
after dispossessing her father of his portion of the 
marital couch, for which the floor or some chairs 
must be the substitute, though the coarse and scanty 
fare was not forgotten, yet these disadvantages did 
not outweigh the exquisite feeling of independence 
which she would enjoy in company with the paternal 
poultry. 
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Poor as her parents were, she knew they would 
willingly straiten themselves to leceiYe her, and 
the little they eonld afford would be given heartily. 
Best and peace promised to await her beneath the 
cobwebs on the thatch at home ; at Thomtree she 
would be considered a burden, an incumbrance ; and 
every day would be reckoned up by Mrs, Milkwort, 
and entered in that unfailing and infallible daybook, 
her memory. 

"Ill go home with mother," said Sally, **much 
obliged to you, Missis, for axing me to stop ; but I 
thinks m get well sooner home ! " 

^^Tm feared thee casn't walk so far,'' said her 
mother. 

**My legs been't broke," said Sally, forcing a 
smile. 

" Well, then, the sooner we starts the better ; so 
let's try and help thee on with thy clothes." 

When Sally got down stairs she found the pain in 
her arm so severe, that it caused her to feel faint, 
and aU hope of walking home was abandoned. Mrs. 
Milkwort then volunteered the loan of a cart, which 
the boy should drive. This offer was gratefully ac- 
cepted, and, seated on a sack stuffed with straw, 
mother and daughter set off. 

The schoolmaster seeing them pass his window, 
came out and greeted them, promising to send one 
of his boys to the BLall to apprise the Doctor 
of his patient's change of residence. By the merest 
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accident when the cart drew up at the cottage who 
should be there but Mr. Jones ? 

^^I am afraid," said he, as he assisted Sally to 
alight, "that you have done a very foolish thing in 
coming home." 

"No, no! I shall be more peaceable here like. 
Missis would only be botherin' one way or another 
all day long, and nobody '11 trouble me here," she 
added, looking earnestly at the preacher. 

Jones returned the look, smiled, and said, "We 
shall see." 

That smile and glance, though it made Sally's 
heart beat faster, nevertheless soothed the pain in 
the fractured limb, so hygienic is the influence of 
sympathy. 

When the preacher took his leave he slipped half- 
a-crown into the mother's hand, telling her that her 
daughter must not want for anything. 

The unexpected munificence of her pastor rather 
surprised Betty, as his reputation was that of a sav- 
ing man of everything, except his words. He was 
one of the class known as " Prayer Men," in contra- 
distinction to " Prayer and Answer Men ;" the former 
being liberal of speech, the latter supplementing 
petitions for mercy with silver coin. 

After the day's work was done the schoolmaster 
came over ; but Sally being in bed, he had to content 
himself with the society of the mother, who availed 
herself of the opportunity to obtain the details of the 
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aoddent : Marston, however, suppressing the {act of 
Sally's tears. 

The next day the Doctor rode over and strongly 
animadverted on the absurdity of removing his patient 
from Thomtree. 

" Hang it ! " said he, " I can't make out what you 
want to bring her home for. Milkwort could afford 
to keep her far better than you can, ,and now she is 
cooped up in one of these infernal box-beds, the very 
breeding places of fleas and fevers. Fve a great 
mind to tear the horrid thing to pieces ; " and seizing 
the slide he gave it a shake that made Sally scream, 
and brought her mother to her side in a bound, to 
preserve her hallowed furniture from the grasp of the 
destroyer. 

" La bless thee ! Doctor, honey, leave the bed alone. 
My father and mother slept in nothing else all their 
bom days, and both on 'em was over eighty afore 
they died." 

« Because the pestflence spares many," rejoined 
the Doctor, ** is that a reason why it should not be 
dreaded ? " Then it recurred to him the uselessness 
of attempting to argue with Betty Jennings, and he 
burst out laughing at his own ejunestness. Promis- 
ing to call the next day he departed. 

" Give me drop o' tea, mother," said the patient 

The black pot simmering on the hob supplied the 
demand. Betty added a teaspoonful of brown sugar, 
and handed the beverage to her daughter. 
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"Oh dear, my arm!" said SaUy, raising herself in 
the bed. " I wish as I was dead ! " 

" Hold yer tongae, for shame ! " cried her mother. 

The light streaming through the doorway became 
suddenly obscured. To Sally's delight the shadow 
was caused by the tall figure of the preacher. 
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CHAPTEB XVL 

Mabston was sitting alone in his kitchen the even- 
ing after Sally had returned to her father's cottage. 
The subject of his meditations will appear from the 
following monologue : 

*^Poor thing! what can they do with her there? 
A house fall of children, two rooms for aU, scarcely 
enough money to buy bread, and she, beautiful as 
any baby, lying there on that old dust-bed, with 
nothing to make use of but tea and gruel, gruel and 
tea. That old ogress at Thomtree should never 
have suffered her to leave her house in such a state. 
But trust women to be cruel to women. They sneer 
at each other privily, laugh at the ailments in others 
of their sex that they groan at themselves, unless 
they happen to have a mutual romantic attachment^ 
tnen everything is right and proper that Arabella says 
and does, except she should direct her attentions to 
Oriana's Edward, then she is an abandoned woman." 

After this mighty preface, it might be supposed 
that the schoolmaster was about to perpetrate the 
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folly of committing to paper his views of the rela. 
tion of women to themselves, but happily for pub- 
lishers and the public his genius started in a new 
field of action. 

"What can I do for her? Creatures of double 
her constitutional strength, because they happen 
to possess riches, have all sorts of delicacies pro- 
vided to tempt their appetite. Broths and creams, 
light puddings and luxuries in thousands," Here- 
upon the schoolmaster rose and took down from 
his shelf a black leather - bound volume, which 
proved to be an ancient cookery-book, once the 
property of his grandmother, intitulied, *The Com- 
pleat Housewife, or Accomplished Gentlewoman's 
Companion, &c.' The preface stated that "These 
Receipts are all suitable to English Constitutions, 
and English Palates ; wholsome, toothsome, all prac- 
ticable and easy to be performed." 

Whereupon with much hope the schoolmaster 
commenced reading how to make a " Fasting-day 
Soop," "A Tansy.;" to "Roast Live Lobsters," and 
compound an « Amulet of Eggs, the Savoury Way." 
"'Tis something light and nourishing" she requires, 
thought the schoolmaster, as he turned over the 
leares to that part of the work which treated, of 
"All sorts of Puddings." But neither "Orange 
Pudding," « Pith Pudding," nor « Hog's Puddings with 
Currants," seemed suitable. At last the receipt fo:r 
"Calfs-foot Jelly" caught his attention. When, 
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however, he found that lemons were requu'ed he 
sighed despairingly, for none could be obtained 
within twenty miles. 

He might have remembered the story of the Arab 
lover who rode a hundred miles to provide his mis- 
tress with an orange. But the schoolmaster had not 
even a donkey, much less a swift dromedary to carry 
him to Arlerigge and back in a day. Turning over 
a few more leaves his eye fell on the inscription — 

" To make Hart*fhhom or Calfs-foot Jelly, without Lemons, — 
Take ^ pair of Calfs feet, boil them in six quarts of fair 
Water to mash ; it will make three quarts of Jelly ; then strain 
it off, and let it stand till *tis cold, take off the top and save the 
middle, and melt it again and scum it ; then take six whites 
of eggs beaten to a froth, half a pint of Ehenish wine, and half a 
pound of fine powdered sugar : stir all together and let it boil, 
then take it off and put to it as much Spirit of Vitriol as will 
fcharpen it to your palate, about one pennyworth will do, let it 
not boil after the Vitriol is in, then nm it through a bag of 
thick flannel, &c." 

" This will do admirably," said Marston. '* Luckily 
John Einger kills a calf to-morrow, and I'll engage 
the feet this night." 

Marston seized his hat and sallied forth ; secured 
the promise of the four feet ; remembered that they 
used vitriol at the " Blue Horse," for cleaning the 
uppers of top-boots ; purchased th^ necessary penny- 
worth, and returned home in exultation. "Men 
are not so helpless after all," thought he to himself. 
He could scarcely sleep that night, so anxious was 
he to commence his culinary operations. 
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Before the school commenced, a pair of nicely 
washed calf s feet were simmering on the fire. The 
scholars could not divine what was in the master's 
head, as he was running m and out of the school- 
room aU the morning, and never discovered the 
arithmetical sins committed by his pupils, because 
his head was full of jeUy, instead of Practice and 
the Kule of Three. 

In due time the contents of the saucepan were put 
to cool, the "middle saved, melted, and scummed;" 
thien he remembered, before he could go any farther 
he must provide himself with a jeUy-bag. Here was 
a dilemma. Of flannel garments he possessed but one 
description ; of these but three articles, and all were 
nearly new. The idea of a woollen stocking more 
than once suggested itself; but the receipt specified 
flannel, and flannel he would have. Taking out the 
nameless articles he turned them over and over 
to decide which he might best spare. It evidently 
was a matter of indifference, so he cut off the leg of 
the first one he examined, and sewing up one end, 
he found himself provided with an excellent jeUy- 
bag, which he carefully washed in hot water. 

When all was prepared he poured out the precious 
compound in a basin, and anxiously awaited its 
cooling. 

Some tradition floating in his mind led him to 
expect the jelly to become firm. Much to his annoy- 
ance it refused to assume any greater degree of 
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consistence than cold pea-soup, while the flavour 
seemed a compound of steel-pens and sulphur- 
matches. Alas for the efforts of the amateur ! In- 
stead of cooling the fevered lips of Sally Jennings, 
it formed the supper of his hog. 

Nothing daunted, Marston set the remaining feet 
on to boil, and left them stewing aU night. In the 
morning it occurred to him that oranges might 
supply the place of lemons, and happily he was able 
to purchase the fruit in the village. Like mapy 
who, regardless of defeat at first, press on and win at 
last, so success ultimately crowned his labours ; and 
with a proud eye he surveyed in the evening a 
smaller basin filled with moderately clear jelly, but 
above all properly firm and agreeably flavoured. 
Wrapping the basin in a cloth he started off witJi his 
present to Sally. 

He found the cottage as hot as an oven, and 
coming in from the fresh air the closeness nearly 
suffocated him, although no one was at home but 
the invalid, who was piUowed up in an arm-chair by 
the bedside. 

After the customary inquiries, Marston took his 
seat vw-a-vw to the young girl ; nevertheless, he only 
allowed himself a furtive glance at her face, she 
appeared so provokingly pretty. 

Her eyes were brighter than ever, and the old 
shawl partly falling from her shoulders, displayed a 
neck and bosom of the most perfect symmetry and 
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flEdmess. Now and then a twinge of pain caused her 
to make a wry face, but if she drew her lip up it 
only disclosed a line of pearly teeth. 

^^I am afraid you suffer a great deal of pain, 
Sally/' said Marston; ^^and I am the cause of it 
alL" 

" No ! no ! " replied Sally ; " 'twas my faut 
altogither.'* 

"What- have you been able to take to-day, 
Sally?" 

« Oh, some tea I " 

"Nothing else?" 

** No ! only a bit o' bread-'n-butter ! ** 

" Would you like a little broth, now ? " 

**Dear me, Mr. Marston! Where's mother to 
have the meat from, supposin' I wanted it, which 
I don't ? Besides, the doctor says as how I mustn't 
eat too much at present." 

** Would a little jelly do you any harm, Sally ? " 

** Jelly I " said Sally with an air of astonishment : 
"How be the likes of us to get such things, Mr. 
Marston?" 

" Very easily ! I've brought you some." And 
uncovering his basin the schoolmaster displayed his 
present. " 

" Indeed yaw are kind," exclaimed Sally. 

Whereupon Marston took a spoon from the 
dresser, and commenced feeding his patient. "I 
hope it's good," said he. 
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"Ay, very nice ! Where did you git it from?** 
Oh, never yon mind ! " 
But, I must know! " said Sally. 
Suppose it's a secret? " 

Well ! if 'tis? Ton won't mind telling iw^," said 
the sufferer in her softest tone, emphasising the 
pronoun. 

I made it," said Marston, positively blushing. 
You ! " said Sally, with unfeigned surprise. 
** Yes, I," repeated the schoolmaster. 
Then the vision of the lonely man, sitting stirring 
his stewpan, all for her sake, touched her more for- 
cibly than any words. 

The tears swam in her eyes, and holding out her 
left hand she said, "You're kinder to me than I 
deserves." 

It was not a delicate hand, hard work had left its 
traces in a hardened palm and broken nails; but 
Marston grasped it eagerly, and the blood mounted 
to his face, and a lump rose in his throat that nearly 
choked him. It was the first symptom of feeling 
Sally had ever manifested towards him. 

After a short silence, Marston said abruptly, 
" Wouldn't you like to learn to read as soon as you 
get a little better ? " 
"Who's to teach me?" 
" I will, if you wiU let me." 
Sally thought a moment, and then answered 
slowly, " Yes, I should like it" 
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" Thbn, as soon as you are better, I will give yoti 
lessons." 

" I could begin the ABC now, or any day." 

"In that case, then^ I'll come over to-morrow 
evening." 

Sally gave a little scream. Looking up, Marston 
saw the preacher standing in the doorway. 

" Come in, Mr. Jones," said Sally. 

" You've got company, and I shall be in the way,*' 
said the preacher, in an ironical tone. 

** Plenty of room for both of us," cried Marston. 
« If not I'll make way." 

" Not at all, not at all ! " said Jones. " I only 
called to inquire how Sally is." 

"Won't you sit down, sir?" said the patient. 
« Mother '11 be in directly." 

Marston rose to leave. 

"How are you in such a hurry?" said Sally. 
" Can't you stop a little bit ? " 

Thus adjured the schoolmaster remained, to the 
evident chagrin of Jones. 

For what purpose Sally retained the presence of 
both visitors, knowing the feeling that existed 
between them, neither of the men. could divine. 
Perhaps she could not have answered the question 
herself, more especially as she appeared to have 
nothing to say to either of them, and the natural 
aversion which the schoolmaster and the preacher 
had for each other, was a barrier to conversation on 
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their part. At last the restraint became so disagree-, 
able to Marston that he ventured to observe — 

** Tou seem rather tired, Mr. Jones." 

^ I confess to a little fatigae/' said the preacher. 
" I have been visiting some of the members of our 
church who are farthest removed firom my care, yet 
who are nevertheless dear to my souL" 

Mkrston conld not forbear saying m a quiet tone, 
** Hadn't paid up their pew-rents, eh ? " 

The guess was too near the truth to be pleasant, 
so that Jones winced as the shaft flew home. 

" No, Mr. Marston,"^said he in his severest manner, 
^^that was the least of my business. Nevertheless, 
as we minister to our flocks in spiritual things, they 
count it a privflege to supply our carnal necessities. 
Those who serve the altar should live by the altar, 
Mr. Marston, and we have no Acts of Parliament to 
secure our poor incomes from a laity we do riot serve. 
We give freely, and we receive freely ; and when the 
day comes when the goodwiU offerings of the people 
fSedl to sustain our church and its ministers, then we 
are content that it should fall." 

" I grant you, Mr. Jones, that your argument on 
the face of it looks well, but in reality the hardship 
you allude to is less than you would have it appear.'* 

" Less, sir ! " cried Jones. " Of course, you must 
defend the system which supports you ; for you could 
not hold your appointment were you not a member 
of that church whose proud priesthood pass us by 
like lepers." 
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" Stay, I have heard you," said Marston, growing 
warm ; " let me have my say. There are in every 
community two classes of duties running parallel — 
national and individual. It is a national duty to 
provide for all the poor, hence our poor law; but 
this poor law does not supersede the duty of private 
or inLdual benevolence In like manner, it is the 
duty of government to provide a national church ; 
but as it is impossible to unite aU the diversities of 
opinion in one system, it is only right that there 
should be freedom for every man to worship his 
Maker as he thinks most becoming. A liberal and 
benevolent man has as much right to complain of 
the oppression of the poor law, as a Nonconformist 
has to murmur against the Church of England." 

** Ha ! " said Jones, " and is that your opinion ? I 
say, sir, that the union of State and Church is an 
insult to Christianity, a lie in the face of heaven, and 
a curse beneath which the people groan." 

"And pray what would you have instead, Mr. 
Jones ? " 

"The voluntary principle. Every parish should 
be polled, and its inhabitants should range them- 
selves under whatever banner they chose." 

" Then," said Marston, " if I understand you right, 
you would make John Thomas and Thomas John, 
who have spent their lives in shoeing horses and 
driving carts, judges of divinity questions, which the 
most learned and pious cannot solve." 
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"No, sir," said Jones indignantly, "those ques- 
tions should be left to their ministers to settle." 

" Then," said Marston, " instead of having simply 
Christian churches, you would prefer the Church of 
Christ according to the apostle Brown or the apostle 
Smith, or Davis, or Jenkins, or any other gentleman 
who, objecting to hard work, should take up preach- 
ing as a trade." 

" I can't reply to such nonsense," said Jones. 

" Then you confess you are beaten." 

" Beaten, no ! But answering a fool according to 
his folly is " 

'*Do not lose your temper," said Marston, very 
coolly. " I can quite feel for the diflSculties of your 
position. It really amounts to this. You have as 
much liberty as you desire, but you might be a little 
better paid, and a tenth pig would eat as well at 
Bethlehem as on the canon's table at St Olaff 's." 

" I repudiate your insinuations," said Jones, " with 

« 

disdain. No, we desire the people to be free, not to 
shift their burdens to the other shoulder." 

" But if the tithes and rates were repealed, what 
is to*prevent the landlords pocketing them ? " 

" Ah ! " said the preacher with a groan, " the rich 
make the laws and the poor suffer, but there is a day 
of emancipation coming." 

"Meantime," said the schoolmaster, "you have 
not very much to complain of, except the lack of a 
really good grievance. The clergy of the Establish- 
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• ment are limited to certain incomes, but you have 
the run of all the pockets of your flock. You may 
get out of them as much as you please ; there is no 
Act of Parliament to prevent you. You are not 
hampered by Articles ; you are not bound to obey an 
ordinary; you may interpret Scripture as you please; 
you may insist on any doctrine you think proper ; 
you can assure your own congregations of their sal- 
vation, and condemn the rest of the world at leisure; 
and if your people don't pay you handsomely, either 
they value their souls too cheaply, which is your 
fault, or else they have too little faith in their 
preacher, neither of which evils can be remedied by 
the repeal of any of the existing statutes. Now, I'm 
sure Sally's arm must be aching, and I'll say good 
night." 

During this long discussion Sally had sat a silent 
listener, vainly endeavouring to understand what it 
was all about, and strangely confused as to the side 
on which victory lay. 

When Marston was out of hearing, Jones said, 
" That fellow has a sharp tongue. But what has he 
been doing here, Sally?" 

Sally told him of Marston's gift. Jones remained 
sflent a while, then putting his aim round Sally's 
neck, kissed her. 

" Would you like me to learn to read ? " said the 
young girl. 

" What for ? " said Jones. 
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**OhI I don't know; but then now they thinks* 
more o' people as is scholaids." 

** I don't know that you would be any the better 
though; learning is very dangerous, Sally. Who 
will teach you though ? " 

« The measter." 

** Let him, then ! " 

^ Tou won't be jealous along of his teaehin' me 
now?" 

" No ! no 1 Tm not so sdlly as that." 

Again a shadow darkened the door, and the 
mother entered, followed by some two or three of 
her treasures. 

Betty curtsied, and Jones held out his hand; 
then turning to her children, who stood staring, she 
said, " Make your * obedience ' to Mr. Jones, all of 
yer." Three dirty little hands tugged three elf- 
locks of hair, and the ceremony was completed. 
After one or two commonplace remarks the preacher 
took his leave. 
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CHAPTEE XVIL 

In accordance with his promise Marston commenced 
Sally's education. While he taught her spelling he 
corrected her pronunciation. She proved an apt 
pupily entering on her task with a determination to 
conquer every difficulty, so that even Marston sus- 
pected she had some ulterior purpose to gain. Many 
a jeer was levelled at her by her family, who con- 
stantly accused her of trying to talk fine ; and often 
she was afraid to exhibit her acquisitions lest she 
should be worried by a joke. 

Marston at length began to fancy that Sally's 
feelings towards himself had undergone an agree- 
able change ; nevertheless, whenever he ventured on 
the sentimental, he received a rebuff sufficient to 
convince any but an infatuated lover that the girl 
was simply making use of him. 

A month had elapsed since the* accident, and the 
patient was rapidly approaching convalescence when 
Marston was paying one of his triweekly visits to his 
pupil. 



144 A WOMAN AGAnrST THE WORLD. 

"Have you learnt your spelling lesson?" asked 
Marston of Sally, who was leaning against the door- 
frame as he approached the cottage. 

" No, I haven't," was the curt reply. 

" Have you been worse since I was here ? " 

Sally answered not, and the question was again 
repeated. 

** Yes, I've had a pain in my side." 

" Wouldn't a little walk do you good ? " 

« Fraps it would." 

"Whereupon Sally, bonnetless, strolled down the 
lane with her master. 

The honeysuckle was very sweet in the hedges; 
the whole air was perfumed with its fragrance, and 
that of the wild rose. Marston, attracted by their 
sweetness, plucked a nosegay and presented it to his 
companion. 

Sally thanked him, and said, ^ K you 'd had your 
choice, which would you a* bin — a dog vi'let or a 
sweet-scented rose ? " 

" A rose," said the schoolmaster. 

" For the first greedy person as passed by to pluck 
you," exclaimed Sally, with strange bitterness. 

" Not 80, but because I would rather give pleasure 
to every one who approached me." 

"I wouldn't then," said the young girl. "Fd 
a' rather bin the dull vilet with no smell ; then I 
should be left to live as long as I could, and see the 
sun and drink the rain till I withered." 
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" I should hardly have given you credit for such a 
sentiment," said Marston. 

" I don't know what you mean by sentiment, but 
I'd rather be a flower with no scent at all than havin' 
every idle pack a comin' up to take me for his own." 

" But who has treated you thus ? " 

" Nobody, as I knows of," was Sally's reply. 

" You're cross to-night, Sally." 

" Am I ? And you'd be cross too, if you'd ha' bin 
laid up goin' five weeks with a broken arm, and losin' 
all the haymakin', and seein' a large family strivin' 
for bare bread." 

" Why did you not mention this to me before ? " 
asked the schoolmaster. " You know all that I have 
you may call your own — ^if — ^if — you want it." 

**I don't want nothin'," said Sally, bursting out 
crying. 

" What is the matter, Sally ? Have I said any- 
thing to vex you ? " 

" No ! no ! no ! Let 's go back." 

As the schoolmaster walked home that evening he 
queried within himself what could possibly ail Sally. 
" Perhaps," he thought, " she is not very well : so I 
will see the Doctor to-morrow, as it 's a holiday, and 
have his opinion about her ; and III bring over the 
stone hammer Sally found." 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 

When alone the brothers at the Manor House dined 
at two o'clock. It divided the day better, the squire 
said, and left room for a hot sapper, which late 
dinners destroyed. 

John Maddocks, Esqnire, was not more than a year 
and a half older than his brother the Doctor. In 
person he was tall, rather portly, dark-eyed, rabi- 
cimd, with tolerably regular features. Altogether 
he made up the style of indivklual known as '' a fine 
man." 

After the cloth was removed, and the old-fashioned 
mahogany table, polished like a mirror, was orna- 
mented with two decanters and four wine-glasses, the 
squire filled one with port, and pushed the decanter 
within his brother's reach. 

" Now, Eichard, be a man for once, and take a 
glass of wine. You canH find better this side of the 
Severn." 

Having made up his mind to ask his brother's 
assistance in a little ^project he had been cogitating, 
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he deemed it politic to comply with the request, and 
subsequently helped himself again. 

"That's rights old follow! Patience and perse- 
verance wiU accomplish anything ; and if you will 
only go on regularly, you will soon get to your pint 
and finally your bottle a-day. More than that is, I 
believe, hurtfuL" 

Fidgeting about in his chair for some time, the 
Doctor at last commenced^ 

" I say, John, I wish youM do me a fiivour." 

" What is it, my hearty ? " 

"I want you to improve the cottages on the 
estate." 

"Oh! that's what you've been brooding over 
this last half-hour. Come, let 's hear what you 
want." 

" I speak, John, as a professional man, and I am 
bound to teU you that you ought to provide more 
accommodation for the labouring people. They 
positively have not enough room for decency's sake 
no accommodation for cleanliness; and while they 
live in such hovels, nothing to stimulate them to 
neatness." 

"What do you propose, Eichard?" The squire 
filled another glass for himseL^ and pushed the 
bottle. 

" I want you to add a room to every cottage, and 
put larger windows in all of them. Then, if you 
will agree to this, I will provide ten iron bedsteads 
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this year, and, as I can afford it, some more the year 
after." 

The squire laughed. "What would be the ad- 
vantage of all this change ?" 

"First, a reasonable amount of sleeping space, 
necessary for health's sake and morality. Secondly, 
light to render the dirt visible, and shame the people 
into cleanliness. Thirdly, new beds would banish 
fevers, or at least render them very rare." 

"Would either of these changes make the men 
better workmen or more contented with their 
wages?" 

"I don't suppose such consequences would ensue, 
but is it not something to promote the happiness of 
the people ?" 

"Good — ,«Kichard ! what have you been reading 
to get such radical stuff into your brain ? Hang it, at 
your age, you ought to be superior to such nonsense. 
Now your proposition would cost me a thousand 
pounds. Can you suppose for a moment any man in 
his senses would throw away his money so ridi- 
culously ? Would the labourers themselves be 
pleased? They would be the first to cry out. As 
for more space, why, if you give a man leave to build 
a cottage for himself, he never adds a third room. 
Why should he ? He wasn't brought up squeamishly. 
How much better would his children be for tasting 
that refinement which they can never know ? It's 
all stuff, Doctor. Suppose you were to give 'em one 
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of your naked little iron stump bedsteads, d'ye think 
they wouldn't prefer the fleas and the warmth of the 
wooden castle in which they were bom ? I suppose, 
if you got 'em to wash themselves, they would all 
catch cold directly. Dirt is as good as an under-jacket 
for a poor man. Then, as to their morality. Hea- 
ven help you, Eichard 1 as it was in the beginning, 
BO it is, and ever shall be. Were the Eomans any 
better when they became luxurious ? Are big cities 
more moral than rural districts ? Why, if big houses 
would make folks virtuous, you and I ought to be 
saints." Here the squire roared out^ laughing, " Of 
all the rot I have ever listened to, nothing comes up 
to modem philanthropy, the real tendency of which 
is to turn society upside down." 

" Surely, John, you are not serious. If there be 
any reality in life, making people happy must be 
pursuit worth following." 

" Take some more wuie, Bichard. Your water- 
drinking curdles your blood. In your state half a 
bottle of genuine port like this would give a proper 
tone to your reflections. I'd do anything to oblige 
you short of spending my money on a lot of black- 
guards, whose first and last thought is, how they can 
do the least work for the most money, and pilfer 
without the chance of detection. That reminds me 
old Moore (the housekeeper) caught the dairymaid 
yesterday in the neatest manner. She always sees 
the butter weighed, and counts the number of 
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pounds; then she finds out the highest price paid 
in the market^ and makes the girl account for her 
lot at that figure. Well, she watched her roll it up 
from the bulk. Every now and then the girl di- 
verted her attention to something out at the window 
or elsewhere; but, turning her head quickly, she 
saw Anne strike the table with her hand, and repeat 
the trick every time she thought she was unobserved. 
This went on till all was weighed, when Moore 
stooped down, and found my lady had stuck a lump 
of butter under the table with every blow, altogether 
somewhere about three-quarters of a pound. Wasn't 
that a good dodge ? Hang it, do what you like, you 
can't be up to 'em! " 

** You're wrong, John ; upon my word you are. 
I'm as little of a leveller as you are ; but something 
ought to be done. There's the duke now, see what 
nice cottages he has built all over his property." 

" My dear Eichard, don't quote his Grace. When 
a man has got a hundred thousand a-year it does not 
matter how he gets rid of half of it. It's impossible 
for a man to spend more than five thousand on his 
personal pleasures, then the ninety-five leaves a 
margin for whims. Some men go on the turf, some 
take to Crockford's, some build houses, others turn 
improvers — it's all one. His Grace has a fancy for 
ornamenting his estate with pretty cottages, whereby 
he ministers to the discomfort of all the dwellers in 
them. No class is so conservative as the poor, none 
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hate change so much as they do ; and as for what 
we call comfort, they don't know what it means, and 
can no more understand it than a dead man music. 
I'll tell you what though, if I can afford it I'll put 
up a new maypole in the village, because I think a 
good spree once a year might really be'useftd, and 
the men can't afford to get drunk oftener." 

The Doctor saw it was no use to argue the point, 
and declining to take any more wine he* left the 
dining-room. 

When the Doctor reached his study he found 
Marston there ; who, having the entrSe, was shown up 
stairs by the servant who opened the hall-door to 
him. 

" Oh, Marston, that you, eh ? - Glad to see you ; 
rather wanted a chat. How have you been spending 
your leisure lately ? " 

** Beading a little, Doctor." 

« Classics, eh ? " 

** Yes ; struggling with Greek." 

^^ Ah ! fine language. Grand old language. Wish 
I hadn't forgotten it so completely; but you're a 
persevering fellow, and will succeed I've no doubt" 

** Have you been doing anything in archaeology 
lately. Doctor ? " 

** Nothing, simply nothing. I have been so occu- 
pied with sanitary statistics that I have neglected 
the subject" 

^^ I brought this over to show you," said Marston, 
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producing the stone hammer picked up by Sally 
Jennings on the " Bloody Heap." 

" Ah, indeed !" said the Doctor. ** A very inte- 
resting relic ! " Then taming it over and over in 
his hand, as if he expected to find a hinge that 
would open and display a diamond of fabulous size, 
he asked in an inquisitive tone, ** Whose is it ? ** 

" No one has a better right to it," said Marston, 
'^ than yourself, seeing that the arm that lifted it 
from the pUe of rubbish would be useless but for 
your kind skill and cara" 

'^ Tut^ tut, man I don't talk nonsense, and make 
set speeches to me ! Glad to have the relic, though. 
Never found anything there before ; and Fve searched 
those stones many a day. Fine monument of the 
past, that old fort ; eh, Marston?" 

« Very fine 1 " 

" Yes ; deuced clever fellows those old Celts, or 
whatever they were. How do you fancy they raised 
their cromlechs, Marston ? " 

" I really can't tell you, Doctor." 

" I've a theory though, which I mean to send to 
the Archaeological Society some of these days." 

"May I ask what it is?" 

" I don't mind telling you," said the Doctor. 
" The erection of a cronJech involves three pro- 
cesses. First, preparing the three stones ; secondly, 
their carriage to the proposed site ; then their erec- 
tion. As a rule the people found the materials near 
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at hand ; but whether near or remote, I expect they 
dragged them on sledges, either by hand or by 
bullocks yoked by their tails. Having got the 
stones to the desired spot, they commenced first 
by erecting the transverse one, which in all proba- 
bility they accomplished by levers or wedges, build- 
ing up underneath as they rose it, with blocks of 
wood, or perhaps flat stones, taking care to leave 
both ends projecting. Then the pillars were raised 
by a combination of leverage power and hide ropes 
with plenty of people to puU. I can't go into the 
details now, but you understand me I dare say. 
Well, as soon as the pillars were placed in situ, all 
they had to do would be to remove the temporary 
foundation of the horizontal stone, piece by piece, 
which as its support was lowered would rest in its 
position on the pillars." 

" A very good explanation," said Marston ; who 
began to fear that now the Doctor had set off on an 
antiquarian ramble he would not easily be brought 
back, therefore he availed himself of the first break 
in the conversation to lead him to the subject he had 
most at heart 

" Speaking of the * Bloody Heap,' Doctor, reminds 
me of Sally Jennings." 

'^ Indeed," said the Doctor, his eyes brightening 
with a quizzical look ; " how very strange ! I 
thought she had quite recovered." 
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"As far 88 the fracture is concerned;' said 
Marston^ " she is nearly well. But it occurs *to 
me that her nervous system has sustained a shocks 
and therefore tonic medicines would be of service. 
Quinine for instance." 

The Doctor smiled. 

Marston affected blindness, and continued, "Of 
course, Doctor, if I am right in my conjecture, 
Sally's friends will get the medicine for her, as they 
cannot expect you to do more for them than you 
have already done." 

The Doctor looked at his visitor with a puzzled 
expression, as much as to say, "Either you are the 
greatest humbug I ever crossed, or else the simplest- 
minded soul in existence." 

Placing his hand on the schoolmaster's shoulder, 
he said, "Sally wants no tonics now beyond good 
food. Neither do I think her nervous system is out 
of order. If she is unwell you have not spoken of 
the cause ; at any rate we shall see." 

" Do you really apprehend then, Doctor, there is 
anything amiss?" 

** There is no imminent danger," said the Doctor ; 
and immediately changing the subject, he took his 
visitor by the arm, and conducting him to an old 
cabinet, opened the door and exhibited a magnificent 
tore. 

" Here's a prize ! " said he ; " and where do 
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you think it was found? On the top of a fox's 
earth!" 

" You don't say so ? " 

" Dug up by the animal himself! " 

" Of course ! " 

" Not such another in the kingdom, I'll bet my 
life on't." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

The annual meeting of the Arcadian Agricultural 
Society, although a moveable, feast, was generally 
held in July, in the town of Arlerigge. 

It was one of those days when landlords and their 
tenants meet to talk about their common interests, 
and to manifest to all spectators the immeasurable 
distance that separates them, rendered the more con- 
spicuous by the flimsy bridge of airy civilities cast 
over the chasm for the occasion. 

Among successful exhibitors celebrated in the 
neighbourhood, Milkwort stood high, or, to speak 
more correctly, his stock were much esteemed. He 
frequently exhibited a dozen animals, and took away 
half as many prizes. But for this particular show he 
had only a pair of ewes, a pair of steers, and a pair of 
heifers entered as two-year-olds. 

About a week before the meeting Bill said to his 
master — "D'ye mean to send them steers and hyfers 
to the 'Cultural Shouw ? " 

" In coorse I does." 
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" What be they goin' as j> " 

" Two-year-olds." 

" Well, I thought people was obleeged to be per- 
tikeler to 'zact age." 

** In coorse "— — 

" Wall, they was three last week : 'cos I can mind 
when our babby was three weeks old Dewberry caved, 
and her cafe is the youngest o' th' lot.'^ 

"Well, in regard o' that," said Milkwort, "that's 
my business. The beasts haven't cast the tops oflf 
their horns, and, as long as their horns isn't clean, 
anybody'd call 'em two-year-olds; so you needn't 
have nothin' to say about it." 

Thus exhorted) Bill ceased to offer any farther 
remonstrance. Milkwort had very properly said it 
was his business ; therefore, if his master wished to 
exhibit Auld Clooty as a country lad, Bill would 
have felt it his duty to assist and hold his tongue. 

At length the day arrived, and every road that 
conveyed to the scene of operations poured forth its 
quota of animals going to see and be seen. 

The Secretary of the Society, an oily-tongued little 
siimer, and a Mend of Milkwort's, met him and his 
stock a short distance from the yard door. 

" Nice pair of hyfers, Mr. Milkwort" 

"Tidy beasts, Mr. Eichards; and I believe it'll 
take good uns to lick 'em." 

" A word with you," said the Secretary, taking the 
farmer by the button. " Your neighbour called on 
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me yesterday, and said he knew that your beasts were 
three -year -olds. To prevent anything unpleasant 
you'd better let *em go back, or else show 'em as 
extra stock." 

« Who told you?" asked Milkwort. 

** Never you mind," said Eichards. 

" It's a b lie," cried the &rmer. 

^ I can't stay to talk now," said the Secretary ; 
** do as you •please." 

After a few more oaths and much violently-ex- 
pressed indignation at the heartless treachery of his 
unknown friend, Milkwort thought he had better 
adopt the high moral line, and take the Secretary's 
advice. 

" All Stock intended for exhibition must be in the 
Society's yard by ten o'clock." 

This rule was observed with tolerable fairness; 
only one lot of young cattle and a bull, the property 
of a gentleman for whom the Secretary was agent, 
was admitted After the specified time. One or two 
ill-natured men demurred; but the majority found 
that the indulgence was so very natural, that no 
exception should be taken to it, particularly as 
Eichards's watch was ten minutes slower than all the 
other watches on the ground. 

The doors being closed, the judges suddenly be- 
came visible ; where they sprung from no one knew ; 
but, as they had a good deal of work before them, 
they at once proceeded to put their mark upon the 
beasts. 
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While this part of the performance was going on, 
the President, Vice-president, and Committee of the 
Society were, at the Market Hall, busily engaged in 
distributing awards to agricultural servants. 

Squire Haddocks was the President for the year. 
He and some twenty other gentlemen and tradesmen 
of the town were waiting the arrival of the Secretary. 

" How are you so late, Eichards ? " said the Squire, 
in a loud tone. 

The Secretary bowed, smiled, scraped his foot, 
and answered — " Very sorry, sir : couldn't come 
sooner, sir : been busy putting the judges to work, 
and they detained me." 

After the formal business of electing the officers 
for the following year was brought to a close, — 

" Now," said the Squire, " we'll proceed to examine 
the testimonials, so that we may decide to whom the 
prizes for Agricultural Servants shall be awarded. 
Please read the conditions attached to the first 
prize." 

Hereupon the Secretary cleared his throat, and 
read as follows : — 

** To the Agricultural Labourer who has lived the longest time 
with the same Master and Mistress, and still occupies the same 
place ; and who can bring the best testimonials of honesty, 
sobriety, and general good conduct from his employer. £2 0." 

" How many candidates are there for this prize ? " 
asked the President. 

" Eight, sir," said the Secretary. 
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. " Read over the testimonials, then, if you please/ 

Whereupon the Secretary commenced his task, 
and the result showed that one candidate was sixty 
years old, and had lived on the same farm forty 
years, another thirty, and so on, until the last, who 
was seventy years of age, and had lived under three 
generations of tenants on the same jhrm for fifty-five 
years. The prize was accordingly awarded to this 
individual. 

" I think," said the President, " we had better go 
through all the testimonials for all the prizes first, 
and then we can call the men in." 

A general hum of assent buzzed through the 
room. 

Eichards now read the conditions of the second 
prize. 

** To the two Agricultural Labourers who may appear most 
deserving of favorable distinction and encouragement, on account 
of personal unimpeached honesty, sobriety, and industry for an 
extended period ; and having creditably brought up a large family, 
or having contributed to the comfort and maintenance of a 
parent or helpless relative, so as to prevent application for 
parochial relief, that would otherwise have been required — ^a 
reward of £1 each." 

The reading of the testimonials again followed, all 
duly signed by the employer and the parson. 

Among the members of the Committee at the 
table sat a little man, who, having made some money 
at sea, had commenced spending it on a farm. 

" May I ask, Mr. President," said Captain Futtocks 
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(he still rejoiced in his nautical title), " if the Com- 
mittee have no power to increase or multiply these 
premiums?" 

" If you'll provide the funds," said the President 
with a laugh, " we'll spend the money : at present we 
are scarcely solvent." 

A tall, terribly pallid parson, whq rejoiced in the 
name of Jacob Eedmayne, now rose to half his height, 
and, turning down his knuckles on the table, with his 
back arched like an old-fashioned bridge, and in a 
sadly nasal tone, said, addressing the chair with a 
sweet smile, — " Perhaps, sir, you will have the good- 
ness to allow me to explain to Captain Futtocks, that 
these prizes which we are now adjudicating are not 
given by the Society, but are simply entrusted to us 
by the munificent donors, in the expectation that we 
shall be enabled to carry out their charitable inten- 
tions in a satisfactory manner." 

" Ahem," said the Captain, " very liberal indeed. 
But I suppose, Mr. President," he continued, " I may 
be permitted to ask the candidates what amount of 
wages they receive ? " 

" Certainly, sir," was the gracious reply. 

One by one the labourers came in. Some wore 
fustian, and others homespun blue doth; all pa- 
tronized corduroy breeches. Hard, weather-worn, 
crooked specimens of humanity were most of them. 
But naif a century of farm-work does not tend to 
straighten the figure or render the joints pliant 

VOL. I. M • 
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The prizes were not large, but they were gratefully 
received. Each lucky man, on being paid, tugged 
violently at his forelock, if he had one, or, lacking that 
ornament, rubbed his hand down over eyes and nose. 

" What wages do you get, Peter ? " said the Captain 
to prizeman number one. 

" Eight shillings a-week, sir, all the year round, 
only in harvest we haves taskwork, and gets half-a- 
crown an acre for mowing." 

" And a cottage rent free ? " 

" No, sir, I pays three pound a-year rent." 

" Does the wife work in the harvest ? " 

" Ees, sir— and hoin' turmits." 

" What wages does she get ? " 

^ Thruppence a-day and her meat, and sixpence in 
harvest." 

Prizemen two and three were next interrogated, 
both of whom stated they were paid chiefly in kind 
— ^namely, lOi per annum, less 5?. for rent; grass 
land sufficient to keep two cows, their turf driven 
home for them, and a potatoe patch. 

" Not much money handling in your part of the 
world," said the Captain. 

" Not a deal, sir," said the peasants. 

In like manner Futtocks interrogated each man 
and noted the answers in his pocket-book. 

Ten pounds having been distributed in nine prizes 
to as many fortunate Arcadians, the Committee broke 
up, and its members adjourned to the Show Yard. 
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CHAPTER XX. 



The festivals of a people are the tests of their civili- 
zation. Each individual household may represent as 
many peculiarities of taste and sentiment ; but the 
Olympic games, the gladiatorial shows, the Spanish 
bull-fight, the English race-course or regatta, are 
reliable criteria from which to determine the moral 
and intellectual development of a nation. 

If the annual meeting of their Agricultural Society 
was a fair test of the condition of the Arcadians, a 
stranger would notice a paucity of attendance both of 
bipeds and quadrupeds, and a marked deficiency in tne 
number of farmers who ought to have been present. 
Many even of those who were there, exhibited an un- 
complimentary amount of inattention to the proceed- 
ings, while some openly ridiculed the value of the 
Society's work, maintaining that cattle were getting 
worse instead of better, and that beasts were much 
finer when there was no hawking them about from 
show to show. The general conclusion of the 
stranger would be, that agricultural societies were 
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not a felt necessity in the minds of the commonity. 
How different, he would say, tliis part of the world is 
from Boeotia ! But the Arcadians would not heed 
the comparison. 

. ** A very successful show," said the President to 
the Secretary, taking the latter by the arm and 
marching him round the interior, while he criticised 
the stock. "Grood bull that, Richards," said he 
pinching the animal's rump, and digging his fingers 
into its ribs. The beast, heedless of the compli- 
ment, or perhaps feeling proud of possessing the 
Society's prize-card on its tail, gracefully raised its 
cloven foot, and describing the arc of a circle, ad- 
ministered such a kick to the Secretary that that 
individual was fairly lifted off his feet, and deposited 
in a sitting posture, to the immense satisfaction of a 
group of plough-boys. 

The Squire, who only escaped by being in ffont of 
the sweep of the bull's leg, joined in the laugh, and 
Captain Futtocks coming up at the moment, roared 
out, "You'll have an account in arrear with that 
animal for some time." 

Picking himself up, the Secretary joined in the 
joke, and continued his perambulation. 

When they came opposite Milkwort's lot, the 
Squire said, "Hullo I how am't you a winner 
to-day; your cattle seem o' the right sort ?" 

"So they be, yer honour," replied the farmer; 
" but in regard o* that, you see, thdy was just a few 



A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 165 

days over age; and rather than tell a lie and say 
they was what they wasn't, I said to Mr. Bichards, 
ses I, 'I'll enter 'em as extra stock, just to let 
the folks see as Thomtree can show good beasts 
yit.' " 

" Very honest of you, indeed," said the President ; 
"for hang me, judging by their horns, I should 
never say they were three years old. What do you 
say, Eichards ? " 

Milkwort being out of hearing, the Secretary 
replied, *'The judges might look at their teeth, 
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Of course the county members were among the 
crowd. A sprinkling of ladies rendered the scene 
bright ; and as they confined their attention chiefly 
to the poultry, the best dressed of the company, and 
all the loungers, strolled up and down between the 
rows of speckled fowls, giant turkeys, and Aylesbury 
ducks, thinking of course of nothing but the birds. 

The next part of the performance was the public 
dinner, to which some sixty or seventy persons sat 
down. 

The President filled the chair, the county meni- 
bers sat smiling at his right hand ; on his leff; the 
Bev. Mr. Bedmayne found a seat: and in five 
minutes from the opening of the door of the long- 
room at the " Bell," every chair was filled. 

The local newspapers recounted the glories of the 
feast, and the excellence of the wine which, not- 
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withstanding its purity, always inflamed the face and 
imagination of the reporter. But as these particulars 
are not necessary to this history, we refer the reader 
to the columns of the ArUrigge Banner. 

The " Queen " was drunk, and the " rest of the 
Koyal Family ; " though why we should make the 
repose of royalty the subject of a toast, we cannot 
understand. 

Then followed the "County Members," who 
replied in that easy manner so characteristic of the 
gentlemen who follow Mr. Disraeli. They assured 
their hearers that politics being forbidden them on 
the occasion of an agricultural dinner, they would 
be the last persons to break through so admirable 
a rule, and as doubtless there were many persons 
present who wished to address them on subjects 
relative to their meeting, they would not obtrude 
any remarks of their own. 

The Secretary was now called upon to read the 
list of the successful candidates, and in a voice that 
sounded like a cracked penny trumpet, he made 
known the various awards of the judges. 

The successful and unsuccessful candidates, in 
return for having some scores of glasses of gin-and- 
water rattled in their honour, alike assured the 
company that they wouldn't trespass on the atten- 
tion of their hearers, but would make way for the 
imaginary orator who was to tell them everything. 
There was every probability that the meeting would 
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evaporate in funics of spirits when Captain Futtocks, 
ballasted with brandy-and-water to steady his nerves, 
claimed a hearing. 

The bowls of fifty pipes, and more than a hundred 
eyes turned in the direction of the plucky man who 
voluntarily attempted a speech. 

" I'm not much of a speaker," said the Captain, 
" but when I have anything on my mind I like to 
out with it as best I can, and in as few words as may 
be. When you don't know how the wind is going 
to blow, or where from, it is not wise to spread too 
much canvas, therefore I shall study to be brief. 
As most of you know, I was bred and bom on a 
farm, so when I had got a few pence together I 
thought to myself I would like to try the old life 
again; and for the last three years I have been 
endeavouring to understand the present style of 
farming ; and I find there is a great deal to learn. 
Looking back to what I remember as a boy, I per- 
ceive many improvements. Every kind of imple- 
ment is better; flails have given way to thrashing- 
machines ; wooden drags to iron harrows ; and, more 
than all, in many cases couch grass and naked 
fallows to swede turnips and mangles. (HeaVy Tiear.) 
So far so good! When I was a boy we had no 
shows, there was consequently very little emulation 
in breeding stock. Now-a-days a man who rears a 
first-class animal, over and above the pleasure of 
seeing good stock on hi3 farm, can carry home to 



168 A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 

his Missis a silver cup to put in her comer cupboard, 
as a reward for her care in rearing the calf that 
never stopped thriving till he took the prize for the 
' best bull.' {Hear, hear.) " 

"Deuced good speech," said the President half 
aloud. 

" But now, gentlemen, I'm going to show you the 
other side of the slate." 

Several pipes were withdrawn, and sundry sippiags 
of grog marked the pause. 

" I sat in your committee-room this morning, and 
I found to my surprise that you value your labourers 
at an infinitely lower rate than your cattle, I find 
that you offer a prize of ten pounds for the best bull, 
and two pounds for the best labourer." 

The Eev. Jacob Eedmayne here raised his back 
to an arch and interrupted the speaker, saying, 
" This question can only be entertained by the 
Committee ; this meeting is " 

" Order, order ! " shouted several voices. 

" I appeal to the chair," said the Captain. 

" Go on," said the President 

" I'm perfectly well aware, without the correction 
of the Eeverend Gentleman, that this meeting has 
no executive power. But my object in alluding to 
the matter here is that my words may be discussed 
out of doors, instead of being shut up in a voiceless 
committee-room ; and I repeat it, it does appear to 
me that a most extraordinary value is set upon your 
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labourers, when you award them smaller prizes than 
cattle, sheep, or swine." 

"Pardon me," said the President, in his best 
manner; "you have forgotten. Captain, that these 
prizes are not given by, but only conveyed through 
the Society." 

" Yes, sir ;" said the Captain, " I understand that ; 
and it is my next point ; namely, that if these prizes 
are actually inadequate, indeed ridiculous, the Com- 
mittee participates in the absurdity by becoming the 
channel through which they are distributed. Just 
look at them, gentlemen. In the same sheet which 
contains your offer of five pounds for the best 
boar you advertise one pound to the man who shall 
for the greatest * number of years have exhibited 
the most Christian virtues; and most prominent 
among these good deeds is the practice of strin- 
gent self-denial for the purpose of sparing the 
parish rates. Looking at it in a pecuniary point of 
view, if a man, at the expense of his necessities, saves 
his parish twenty or forty pounds, at the end of half 
a century, you will liberally give him One ! " , 

** No, no!" from the pastor. ^ 

" But I say yes, yes ! " cried the Captain, " and 
I maintain that not only are these rewards wholly 
ridiculous in amount, but utterly rotten in principle. 
Are a man's moral qualities to be weighed by troy 
weight ? and because he is poor and ignorant shall 
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those who ought to know better reduce him to sell 
his seK-respect for a paltry one pound note ? " 

So fietr the Captain had been listened to with eom- 
paratiye attention ; but now the murmurs of dissent 
drowned his voice, and the President audibly mut- 
tered," D it we can't stand this.** 

" Fair play ! " shouted the Captain ; " let me drive 
my treenail home, and anybody may back it out 
who likes. I say, gentlemen, that these rewards to 
agricultural labourers in their present form do you 
no credit. (Sensation.) Better drop them alto- 
gether, or turn them into another channel Pay a 
man for being a skilful ploughman, or an active 

shepherd, if you like, but for ^'s sake don't pay 

him for being a Christian. And now, as I've said so 
much, I may as well pay out the whole coil, and I 
therefore plainly tell you that while I see many 
noteworthy improvements in agriculture, I perceive 
that the hands by which these improvements have 
been accomplished are no better off than they used 
to be. Not only are payments made in kind — a bad 
form of the tommy-shop principle— but the amount 
of wages paid is altogether too low." 

Here the dagger touched the quick, and a storm 
of disapprobation greeted the speaker, who was at 
length compelled to sit down. 

HaK-a-dozen men rose to their feet, but Mr. Eed- 
mayne being among the number, the laity gave 
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place to the cloth. Excitement made his fece paler 
than ever, and rendered his voice more shrill and 
nasal. 

"I exceedingly regret/' he said, "the tone adopted 
by Captain Futtocks ;" then with a ghastly smile as a 
warning that he meant a joke, he continued, — "I 
think, however, he must have fancied himseK upon 
his quarter-deck haranguing mutineers ; but with all 
due deference I beg to remind him that he is speak- 
ing to a body of men against whom he would fain 
stir up their servauts, and while he talks of Christi- 
anity, he is himself sowing the seeds of strife and 
bitter discontent" At this sentiment the glasses 
and sugar basins danced on the table in mad ap- 
proval " Now I say he is trespassing on forbidden 
ground. What right has Captain Futtocks to dictate 
the amount of wages I must give my ploughman? 
As well might I retort and say, he ought to pay his 
housekeeper better." Here a general laugh ensued. 
^'Labour, gentlemen, is a marketable commodity, 
and the price depends on demand and supply. I for 
one never would advise any interference with the 
operation of these natural laws. But sir" (turning 
to the President), " we might imagine from the 
tenor of the Captain's speech that a large amount of 
discontent prevailed in the country, but the only 
complaint I hear is, not that work is not paid for, 
but that employment is scarce. I do not hear the 
voice of discontent, but if inflammatory speechp« 
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such as we have just listened to obtain a hearing 
among the working classes, they will fancy that 
they have a grievance, and an imaginary evil will 
become a disagreeable reality. It does not do for 
novices like our nautical friend to teach the farmers 
of Arcadia how to manage their affairs, but as he is 
so anxious to take the mote out of his brother's eye^ 
let us examine if he has not a beam in his own. 
Pray, Captain Futtocks, may I ask what wages do 
you pay ? " 

" Eleven shillings a week all the year round, and 
house and garden rent-free, and eightpence a day 
without meat to every woman ; besides, in harvest, I 
set out all my crops by task." 

The reverend speaker felt like an unskilful advo- 
cate whose cross-examination of a witness only ad- 
vances his opponent's cause. After a momentary 
pause he resumed. " It is all very well for Captain 
Futtocks who has made his money at sea to spend 
it on shore. But practical farmers must look to mak- 
ing the two ends meet, and it would not be prudent 
to practise liberality at the expense of one's own 
existence. Let well alone. The farm-labourers are 
content." 

" To pay five pounds rent out of ten pounds wages," 
shouted the Captain. 

" No, sir ; you are suppressing the truth : look at 
the keep of two cows, the winter's bedding for them 
and the summer's butter." 
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" Yes," said the Captain ; " I have seen into it : and 
since this morning a practical man has made the 
calculation, and he assures me that all the perqui- 
sites and privileges do not amount to more than 
eight shillings per week, if so much; and there are 
men, living in the neighbourhood, who get their 
wages in cash, and this sum is all they receive, and 
out of it they pay three pounds rent." 

This was shouted out with such rapidity that the 
clergyman could only listen. As soon as his op- 
ponent paused he resumed his address, but the 
President getting tired left the room, and, half the 
company following him, the discussion fell to the 
ground. 

** It's never well to contradict such fellows," said 
the ex-chairman to the Members as they descended 
the staircase together. 

" You are right," said they ; " when you are sure of 
the votes beforehand. Much depends on the whipper- 
in, "Who is the reverend orator ? " 

" Oh, he's a useful fellow in his way. Looks after 
voters at home, economizes at the Board of Guar- 
dians, sits at the Petty Sessions, and I believe 
preaches short sermons. But, hang it» that fellow 
Futtocks' mouth must be stopped." 

** Dear, no I " said the Members, " let him alone ; 
nothing can disturb the Arcadian mind." 
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CHAPTEE XXI. 

Sally was now suflSciently well to return to Thorn- 
tree ; but even her mistress could see that she was 
unequal to hard work. This discovery was a cause 
of constant irritation to the " gude wife," who, having 
hired Sally for a year, could not get rid of her before 
October, and therefore daily worried herself with the 
hard fact that she was bound to maintain a servant 
who could not do her share of the work. Sometimes 
her petulance so far mastered her better nature that 
she imposed tasks on SaUy to which her strength 
was unequal, and the poor girl was often to be found 
crying silently from pain and mortification. 

" I never see a gerl so broke as Sally," said old 
Milkwort, one evening. "She's nothin' like what 
she used to be." 

"Hold yer bother," rejoined his spouse. "It's 
Sally this, SaUy that, always SaUy. I hates the very 
sound o' the name. What if she is broke ? Many a 
better, ay and a prettier girl than she has been 
broke before now. I tell you she's just as much 
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good as the fifth wheel of a coach, she's only a cum- 
brance in the house." 

"Don't talk nonsense, now," cried the fanner. 

" By ! I won't stand it. Don't yon know her 

arm is weakly yet, and she canH help it poor thing? 
Hang it! you've got no more feelin' I do believe 
than a frying-pan." 

Mrs. Milkwort's soul was fired by this rebuke, and 
just at this moment the object of her strictures en- 
tered the kitchen followed by her son. A large 
crock full of milk for the calves stood on the fire. 
" Carry out that crock to the fold," said Sally's mis- 
tress to her. 

A few months back the girl would have urged 
her inability, but of late her spirit seemed broken, 
and with an unwonted air of resignation she at- 
tempted the task. She succeeded in lifting it, but 
no sooner did she feel the fiill weight of the vessel, 
than a pang of exquisite pain shot through her injured 
limb, and the crock, with its contents, rolled on the 
floor. 

Mrs. Milkwort broke forth in a torrent of abuse, 
and yielding to an irresistible impulse, raised her 
clenched hand to strike the offender, when her son 
caught her by the waist, and turned her round, ex- 
claiming, "Zounds and heart! you shan't hit her 
neither." 

Sally instantly beat a retreat, but the flight of the 
enemy only inspired her assailant's war-song. 
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"That huzzy shall leave my house this evenin'. 
Me that put clothes on her back, me that taught 
her all she knows, me that protected her — and for 
years successfully " (read successively), — " put up 
with her airs, and her tantrums, and her imperence ! 
To come between me and my own flesh and blood, 
to turn my husband agin' me. But he was always a 
stony-hearted villain, and I'm used to his wicked- 
ness ; but to turn my son agin' me, and to set her cap 
at him, and to try for to wriggle him (inveigle) on 
to bring her in here to turn me out o' doors in my 
old age. Ah, I can see through her, and through 
you too Milkwort! But her shams won't go for 
nothing to me, for all she's a smooth face and a 
bright eye. Oh, the wickedness of you men ! I'll 
see to it, that I will. I knows what I knows ; home 
she goes from here with her idleness; For shame, 
Henry Milkwort ! to encourage young girls in their 
folly. You, with your grey hairs, to walk before 
your son. Out upon you 1 " 

" And out upon you ! you ! you ! you I " 

Either the &rmer was at a loss for a simile, or else 
he suppressed some very severe epithet ; for looking 
daggers at his spouse, he seized his hat, and rushed out 
to the farm-yard, his son following immediately after. 

Mrs. Milkwort being left in undisputed possession 
of the field, shouted for Jenny to help her wipe up 
the milk and prepare another supper for the calves, 
in lieu of that which had just been spilled. 
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Beneath a large lilac-tree in the garden stood 
a rough seat. Thither Sally flew, and throwing her- 
self on it burst into tears, and cried bitterly. The 
secret sorrow of her soul was heavy on her. 

It is heavy on us aU at times, though arising from 
a hundred different sources. 

Godly sorrow for sin ; remorse ; selfish passionate 
fear of retribution ; disappointment ; the . ingratitude 
of those we love; the burden of daily life; the 
awakening to a sense of the absence of all unity 
with God ; the dreary waste of a lonely unbeloved life : 
the consciousness of guilt. Each or all may be our 
secret sorrow. 

As we pass through the crowds of a great city — as 
we stop at crossings where little knots gather — as we 
watch the rich rolling by in carriages — let us pause 
and think what do their faces tell us. It may be 
much or little, but there is always more behind ; in 
the deep recess, the hidden chamber of the heart, 
some black drop lurks, some uneasy pulse is beating, 
some secret sorrow like a cloud stretches across the 
soul's horizon. Our own hearts should teach us to 
have more pity for all we see, more love for all we 
meet ; since we have each a possession that we cannot 
rid ourselves of (though we may sometimes exchange 
it), — a common inheritance that mars the perfection 
of the brightest life, a dumb note in the scale of our 
spiritual harmony, a sorrow that may not be spokei^, 
which no one can help us to bear. It rises like the 
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shadow at Macbeth's feast. It sits beside us on the 
hearth. It is as vain to flee firom it as from the 
echo of our footsteps in lonely corridors at night. 
God only knows it ; Christ alone can take it away. 

Sally sat under the lilac-tree rocking herself to 
and fro for some time, till the mood measurably 
exhausted itself. Then, folding her arms, she ap- 
peared to be staring at the sky ; but the fixed eye 
showed that she was surveying a wider field than 
that bounded by the garden-hedge. 

Slowly the light flowed from the surface of the 
earth, leaving the shores of darkness visible. The 
dense bank of cloud that had for hours lain rolled 
up round the western horizon was now let loose and 
gradually spread itself over the whole heaven, bring- 
ing with it gusty airs from the sea. 

As the night wind blew round her Sally shivered ; 
but still she did not move, except occasionally to 
fold her arms tighter. 

" Yes," she said to herself half aloud, " I will go 
to him. I will go to him." Here she shook her 
head as some doubt arose to divert her from her pur- 
pose. " It's no use," she muttered, " to keep away ; 
I must go to him." 

Mr. Jones was at this moment of time sitting in 
his parlour preparing an extempore sermon, after the 
manner of most preachers who despise notes and 
laugh at written discourses. 

His mother, who played the part of housekeeper 
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and maid-of-all-work for her son, had retired for the 
night, it being nearly ten o'clock. The reverend 
gentleman was studying that chapter of St Paul's 
writings wherein he describes the conduct of the 
*' men about Corinth " of his day. 

** And such were some of you." 

** Yes," said the preacher to himself, "these men 
were fallen low enough, but they found means to 
escape from the slough. I " 

Suddenly there came a low earnest knockmg at 
the door. 

Jones answered the summons, candle in hand. 

" Oh, Mr. Jones 1 " said Sally's well-known voice in 
a half- whisper, ** please come up to Thomtree this 
minute. Missis is took bad, and wants for to see you 
immediately." 

" I'll tell my mother, and come with you directly." 

"No, no, don't frighten your mother, Mr. Jones, 
she'll be all alone till you come back, and she might 
be 'nerveus.'" 

" Can't you stop with her, Sally ? " 

" La, no ! they wants me back this very minute." 

Without farther parley Jones blew out the candle, 
seized his hat> and set off with his companion for the 
farm. 

" We'll take the road ; I think, it is so dark," said 
Jones. 

" Nonsense," urged Sally, " 'tis much nearer over 
tlie fields, and there's only two stiles to cross." 
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" Come along, then," said the preacher. " What's 
the matter with the missis? " he asked. 

" I can't tell you. I never saw her altogether like 
as she was this evening. I think 'tis in the head, or 
it may be in the heart." 

After this explanation they walked* on in silence 
for some time. At length Sally said : 

" You didn't used to be so quiet altogether, Mr. 
Jones, when you and me have been by ourselves." 

"No, indeed, Sally. I — ^I — you see, Tve been 
studying hard this evening, and my thoughts won't 
come back to common life in a minute." 

"And is the life so out of the common that you've 
been wandering in, that it keeps you from asking as 
much as * How's your arm getting on ? ' " 

" Oh, Sally, how can you say such a thing ? you 
know how glad I should be if the poor limb was all 
right again." 

"P'raps yes, p'raps no," said Sally. "I've my 
thoughts." 

The first stile was passed before the conversation 
was renewed. 

" It's very cold," said the young girl. 

" Cold, did you say ? " cried the preacher. 

" And dark," added the young girl. 

"Didn't I tell you," said her companion, "that 
the road was our best way ? " 

" I can see my way cleat enough : and all tiie 
clearer for the darkness." 
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What nonsense you 're talking ! " said Jones. 
No," replied the girl ; " what I say is the truth. 
I can see my way before me; but, like the blind 
leading the bUnd, we shall both fall into the ditch." 

The preacher stumbled. 

" Take care, Mr. Jones ; don't fall," said Sally. 

The tones of his companion were very harsh. 
" She is mocking me," thought he, * but I won't 
heed her irony." 

By this time they had reached the second stile. 

" Let me help you down, SaUy," said her friend, 
who had got over first. 

Whether purposely or otherwise, her foot slipped, 
and she fell on him with her arms round his neck, 
and burst out crying. 

*' Sally ! Sally ! what 's the meaning of this ? " 
cried Jones, attempting to imloose her arms. 

^ Oh 1 don't throw me off, Mr. Jones. Have mercy 
on me ! Say you have not deceived me ! " 

The preacher was dumb from surprise. 

"" Oh ! speak," said Sally. " Who have I got in 
the world but you ? You found me, and you said 
you loved me, and I beUeved you. Oh ! don't you 
throw me off ! " 

" Sally ! what do you mean ? Let go my neck ; 
suppose if anybody should pass ? " exclaimed Jones. 

The young girl only clung closer, and cried the 
more. " Oh ! if I let you go, I let ever3rthing go 
from me. I cannot keep the secret much longer. 
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You won't let them cry shanie upon me. Oh I no, 
yon won't, you won't. I know you love me. You 
did not tell me a lie. No, no— Oh ! no." 

Then she continued : ^^ I can't stop no longer at 
the farm. Missis is like a mad viper against me; 
nothing as I does pleases her. Twas she drove me 
out this evening, and only for young master she'd 
have knocked me down. Oh dear I oh dear ! what 
can I do ? Where shall I go ? I can't go home, to 
be called a idle pack, and take the bread from the 
children's mouths." 

At the first pause Jones cried out, *'But your 
missis is sick, and perhaps dying, and you are stand- 
ing talking here." 

" Missis is quite well in the body ; it is only the 
devil as is in her mind, and that you can't deliver her 
from." 

" Then what did you call me out for ? " said Jones, 
harshly. 

" That I might talk to you, and tell you that if 
you don't look to it my death will be at your door 
sooner than you think for." 

The clouds were breaking, and the rising moon 
was now and then perceptible through the rifts. 
Sally had loosed her hold, and stood face to face with 
her companion. ' A thought flashed acrosis Jones's 
mind, and thus he gave it utterance : — 

*' Sally, it sounds very fine for you, after dragging 
me out on a pretence from my studies, to charge me 
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with fickleness and desertion, when you know your- 
self that it is I who Bhould charge you with incon- 
stancy. I, no longer a boy, loved you, a poor igno- 
rant girl, with an intensity and fervour that mastered 
my reason, and took captive my common sense* 
Don't scream now ! The truth will prevail. I say I 
loved you ; and as Ruth was led to the feet of Boaz» 
so I thought a kind Providence had placed a jewel 
of purity in my way, that I might make it my own 
and bind it upon my brow. I rejoiced greatly in the 
possession of your love> but it was for a short time 
only, for I found that you had other strings to your 
bow ; and instead of being the one of your choice, I 
was to be one with many." 

"Mr. Jones!" 

"Ah! you may well exclaim, but I know all. 
With whom did you — a member of the chapel — 
dance in a nasty public-house on May Fair day ? 
Whom did you meet alone, only a few minutes before 
I met you the same evening, whom you sent another 
way, lest I should see him ? Whom did you find, all 
by yourself, on the top of the * Bloody Heap,' when, as 
a judgment, your arm was broken ? No, no, Sally, 
the scales have fallen from my eyes : I can distin- 
guish at least light from darkness, and in time before 
it was too late. May God forgive me fpr all the 
wrong Tve done ! " 

It was with no small effort that the young girl 
heard him to the end. The blood danced in her 
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reins. Jones could see her dilated eyes gleaming 

before him, and he felt inclined to run home for 

shelter from her wrath. But instead of the lond 

scream he expected to hear, his flesh crept as Sally's 

Kuppressed voWbroke the stillness. 

" You innocent lamb ! You was laid in wait for 

> 

in quiet places, and taken unawares. You never 
thought no harm. You had no idea how wicked the 
world is. You had never been from home, so the 
first woman you met spread her net for you, and you 
became her prey. Oh ! it is a very likely story. All 
the parish will believe you, and everybody will pity 
you. So young and like Nathanael you preached 
about last Sunday — a man without guile. I respects 
you. I will tell your story wherever I go. All that 
happened at Tedbury. I will go before the magis- 
trates, and take my oath 'tis true. Won't they be 
sorry for you ! And the deacons will hear of it, and 
all the members of the chapel will hold a meeting, 
and then they will say how they pity you, and how 
they will stand by you. A while ago I thought this 
m'ght might be my last, but 111 live now ! " Then, 
changing her tone, she exclaimed in a louder key, 
" I'll live to drag you down from that pulpit into the 
mud of the streets ! " 

" Sally, Sally," cried Jones, " 'tis Marston " 

"Don't take his name in your mouth," she ex- 
claimed, interrupting him. " Don't tell a lie against 



A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD. 185 

the honestest man tliat lives, and who you know is 
as free &om wickedness as a little child." 

Jones perceived his line of defence was altogether 
feulty. 

" Sally," he said, " forgive me, if you ever loved 
me. Think, think what it is you* would do. Have 
mercy on me and my poor old mother ! She never 
harmed you, if I did. Oh ! I confess my wickedness, 
and 1 would give my right arm to help you, but I 
cannot, oh ! I cannot. Oh ! save me, Sally. If you 
turn against me I am ruined. I will do all I can for 
you. I'm in your power ; and I swear I loved you 
with all my heart and soul, and I love you now, if 
possible, more deeply than ever. Indeed I was 
jealous of Marston, or I would not have mentioned 
his name. Oh ! do you forgive me ? And I declare 
if I could take you home I would ; but you know 
yourself I should be turned out of the ministry if- 
everything was known, and how should I keep a: 
wife then ? " 

"Kyou reaUy love me," said Sally, *'let us emi* 
grate. Who would know us in the New World?" 

" Oh ! Sally," replied Jones, " you are pouring salt 
into my wounds. You forget that if I did go out I 
should require letters from the deacons here, and 
they would, under the circumstances, refuse them. 
Besides, I have not sufiScient money to pay the cost 
of the passage ; and if I had, with my weak chest I 
should never live to reach my journey's end. Oh ! 
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Sally, when I lie down at night I think of 70a ; when 
I dream, it is of yon; yoa are before me in the 
morning; and with me all day ; and the recdlection 
of all my folly dnres me almost mad. Have mercy 
on me ! Yon sorely woold not destroy the man yon 
lore? And what is worse than all, do what I can I 
loye yon in spite of ererytfaing, although I know I 
cannot do by yon as you desenre." 

He had sb'pped his arm round her waist, and laid 
his cheek against hers. It was not altogether a lie. 
The touch of that hir soft &ce, the npward look oi 
the languid eye, showed the old lore within, and re- 
newed temporarily the all-absorbing sentiment that 
80 k.tely possessed him. 

mln tearing myself from you, Sally, I am laying 
down that which I love best in life. I am giying np 
that which is nearer and dearer to me than anything 
on earth, except it is my desire that the fame and 
name of our Church should not be tarnished through 
its ministers, and for that I would sacrifice my life 
and souL You won't ruin me, Sally, will you ?** 

** How can I save you ? " said the young girL 

Jones was silent for awhile, as if lost in thought. 
** I canH tell now/* said he, after a long pause, 
** unless — ^unless — '* 

" Unless what? ** asked Sally. 

'' WiU yon be offended if I teU yon ?'' 

'' No, I won't" 

"Indeed?" 
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" No, I swear I won't." 

*' Marry the schoolmaster ! " 

Sally sprung into the air. Then she said, ** Ton 
would have two made miserable for life that you 
may escape." 

" No, Sally. Not so ; but that the Church may 
be preserved from a scandal There is a deal in 
your power now. You have got a halter round my 
neck. You can make all the blasphemers in Arcady 
rejoice. Or you can save the Church and save me — 
if you can bear to suffer shame. Oh, my precious 
lamb, think of these things ! " 

" Much more than my life you ask for 1 " 

" The greater, then, will be your reward." . 

Sally stood irresolute for some minutes. At lasr 
she said, " I will give up all for your sake." 

Jones kissed the young girl tenderly, and with a 
sigh of relief returned home. 

Sally watched him until he was out of sight, and 
then stole back to the faxnu Jenny had left the 
door unlocked ; so she was able to reach the bedroom 
without disturbing the house. 

Next morning she packed up her clothes, watched 
an opportunity to say good-bye to her master, and 
then set out for her father's cottage, with her heart 
nigh bursting within her. 

Nevertheless, the hovel was a refuge, and the 
home of those who loved her. 

Pleasant reflections accompanied Mr. Jones as he 
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returned to his house — ^the consciousness that he was 
a villain. Only a few months ago he was desperately 
in love with Sally Jennings ; so completely infatu- 
ated was he that he had actually married her at 
Tedbury Church, under the assumed name of Anne 
Sawyer, himself and Sally appearing in disguise at 
the altar. Tedbury was nearly twenty miles from 
Thomtree ; the living was held by an absentee rector, 
who employed a succession of young curates, birds of 
passage to whom the parishioners were but little 
known. 

Sally had asked for a holiday to visit her aunt On 
that May morning she started before the day, and 
reached her destination by nine o'clock. 

Little did she dream, poor girl, what the result of 
that toilsome journey would be. She tripped along 
the silent highways exultant at the prospect before 
her, and secretly chuckling at the dismay of the 
divers damsels who had " had Mr. Jones in their eye," 
when in due time she should be his acknowledged wife. 

But ere six weeks elapsed Jones confessed to him- 
self that he had made a mistake. At first he had 
some doubts about the legality of his marriage, but 
these were dissipated by inquiry. He was a man of 
many expedients; he always maintained his com- 
munications with his base of operations, so as to be 
able to advance or retreat as occasion might deter- 
mine : and now he began to consider how he could 
rectify his error. 
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"If it become known that I have married Sally, 
my career is at an end. How could I have been 
such a fool ? " 

After some deliberation it occurred to him that 
having induced his wife to be married xmder the 
assumed name of Sawyer, it would not be difficult to 
persuade her that he had never married Sarah 
Jennings, and therefore the ceremony was a sham. 
" She will make an awful row, I've no doubt ; but I 
shall be able to appease her in time. Should she, 
however, remain obdurate, I shall be obliged to make 
the best of it. She is not the girl to remain single 
long ; and should she marry her tongue will be tied 
for life. The chance is worth trying." 

The meeting we have just narrated was only one 
of many, when Sally had by turns threatened and 
promised secresy. Whenever Jones affected jealousy 
she vowed revenge; but when he appealed to her 
mercy she could not refuse his plea. She would 
have yielded up her life for him — he demanded 
more — her fame ; and, after a terrible struggle, she 
even promised him this. It was more than she had 
a right to give ; but such was his influence over her 
that her mind seemed to be in complete subjection 
to his will ; she was a mere puppet in his hands. 

" After all, he's in my power." This was her 
thought: a poor consolation; yet it gave her some 
support ; as in times of dearth untutored people sus- 
tain life on unwholesome food. 



/ 
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* I can^t justify my cjonduct," said Jones to himself 
as he crept shivering into bed. ** Perhaps she won't 
keep her word^ and will make me do right. I 
almost wish she would. Upon my word I do ; but I 
vow as long as she is single I will marry no other 
woman.*' 

Single, Mr. Jones ? 

He only used the word as a convenient form of 
speech to express the apparent relation of Sally 
Jennings to society. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

" I can't do much work now, mother," said Sally next 
morning ; " but I can use my needle and thread if I 
could get anything to do." 

** Ay ; " said Betty, " that's the rub : a body's 
always wanting something or 'nother that can't be 
had. If a body is sick there's plenty a jobs to be 
had, and if a body is well he can't get nothing to do ; 
but we must see what's to be done. I heerd Mr. 
Jones's mother wanted her feather-bed drove, and 
you might do that I spose." 

" No, indeed," cried Sally, turning pale at the 
mention of the name ; " I couldn't do it for a fort- 
night or more; I must try to get some sewing to 
do." 

Barley bread and tea without milk and sugar 
formed the family breakfast. At Thomtree there 
was always enough to eat, though the food was 
coarse ; but the hungry children who crowded round 
the little deal table would have eaten two meals in 
one, and the fare, simple as it was, had to be care- 
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fully apportioned. Dinner-time came, and with it 
the recurrence of the same food ; but for supper a 
little suet, finely shred, mixed with oatmeal and 
made into porridge, duly seasoned with salt and 
pepper, formed an agreeable change, and rendered 
the barley-cakes palatable. 

Betty made no remark to her daughter; but 
ocular evidences abounded to show Sally the neces- 
sity of contributing to the common fund ; and before 
breakfast next morning she set out for the village in 
search of employment 

The schoolroom must be passed, and as the garden- 
heogd was low, she could not help seeing and being 
seen by Marston, who was gathering some green 
peas in readiness for his dinner. 

" What in the name of fortune brings you this 
way so early ? " asked the schoolmaster. 

" Haven't you heard," replied Sally, " that I have 
leftThorntree?" 

" No. What's the reason ? " 

Sally immediately told her story, and at once suc- 
ceeded in kindling Marston's indignation. " But 
what are you going to do now ?" 

" I wants to stay home a bit till I gets stronger." 

" Leave out the * s,' Sally ;" said the schoolmaster, 
with a smile. " You learnt the rule a few weeks 

ago." 

** I never remember rules," said Sally, with a sigh ; 

" but I'll try to please you for once." 
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' The soft answer sent a thrill through poor Marston. 
" What are your present plans ? " asked he. 

" I'm looidng for some needlework to do ; they 
can't keep me home doing nothing.'* 

" It's rather curious," replied Marston ; " I am 
Wanting somebody to do some work for me. 1 
bought enough cotton for half-a-dozen coloured shirts 
last week ; and if you will undertake the job you will 
do me a kindness." 

*^ I'm not a professed sewing girl," said Sally, 
" and I mighten' do them to your liking." 

" I'll give you a pattern, and I am sure you can 
copy it accurately, and then you will be sure to 
please me ; but come in and look at the stuff." 

Sally accepted the inyitation^ and found the 
kitchen-table laid for breakfast. 

" You must take off your bonnet, and make coffee 
for me," said her host. 

There was no reason for refusing ; so Sally toasted 
some bacon, and then presided at, and partook of, the 
meal she had prepared. 

All the finer sentiment in her nature was touched 
by the comfort and cleanliness around her, and the 
pleasant conversation of a man whose knowledge to 
her seemed boundless, and whose quiet, kind, aud 
unpretending manner rendered her perfectly at ease. 
Neither could. she help contrasting the neatness and 
order of the cottage with the squalid misery of her 
parents' home. 

VOL. I. 
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The school commenced at nine ; the hand of the 
dock stood at half-past eight before even the cotton 
was looked at ; it was, however, soon examined and 
rolled up with the pattern. 

'^ Shall I wash up the cups, and saucers, Mr* 
Marston ? " 

"Yes, please." 

While Sally performed this work her entertainer 
disappeared, but returned in a short time with a 
basket of new potatoes and other vegetables, saying, 
*' Will you bring these to your mother from me ? " 

The shuflBing of feet in the schoolroom announced 
the arrival of the scholars ; and Sally, with a light- 
ened heart, set out on her homeward journey, bearing 
with her Marston's gift, and remembering his promise 
to call on her the next evening. 

Betty's eyes sparkled with pleasure when her 
daughter returned with the basket and roll of work. 

" They may say what they likes," cried Betty, "but 
the Measter's a nice man." 

The weather was warm and dry ; so Sally brought 
a stool and placed it beneath an elder-bush that 
grew in the hedge, and there, in the fresh air, com- 
menced her task, while the children built up imagi-« 
nary kitchens in a gap in the fence, broken frag-* 
ments of pottery and pebbles doing duty for real 
plates and dishes. The chirping of grasshoppers on 
the turf, and the cracking of the seed-pods of the 
gorse, were pleasant sounds to listen to-— oh! how 
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infinitely more congenial to Sally's unhinged nerves 
than Mrs. Milkwort's shrill tones, shouting her inces- 
sant orders or reproo& 

Sometimes she paused in her task and looked up 
at the huge cumuU rising behind the far-oflf hiU-tops, 
and silently sailing across the ocean of air, wondering 
whence they came and whither they were going, 
A dreamy wondering, vague, purposeless, yet plea* 
sant pastime, because it was an idle exercise of 
fancy, requiring no effort or exertion of the intellect, 
and withal giving a sort of empjoyment to the mind* 

Betty had finished her work ; and while the pota- 
toes were boiling she stood in the doorway, with her 
hands on her hips, contemplating her daughter, as 
she sat quietly hemming, 

"'Deed," thought Betty, ** she's a maain tidy- 
looking body, let the other be who she will; but, 
somehow or other, she isn't the real thing. 'Taint 
her airm altogether, I can see that plain enough; 
but what is the matter o' her I cain't say. She's in 
love, I thinks. But who's her chap? She turns 
up her nose agin most o' the boys; but, then, I 
did hear as how young Milkwort is alius after her. 
I don't think 'tis him, for all; and there's the 
Measter now. I b'lieve she might hav'm if she'd a 
mind. She's a deep one ; but, as sure's my name is 
Betty Jennings, I'U have it out of her before she's a 
week older. — Sally ! " 

"What, mother?'' 
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'* The taties is done— come in to dinner." 

True to his tryst next evening, Marston arrived, 
bearing a dish of gooseberries, which the children 
devoured with their eyes before their portion was 
distributed to them. 

After the needlework was inspected, conmiented 
upon, and approved, a stroll down the lane was pro- 
posed and acceded to, when Marston again renewed 
his proposition to educate Sally — ^an offer which was 
accepted almost eagerly. . They rambled on till 
night closed in, the schoolmaster discoursing with 
his pupil on the pleasures and advantages of learning. 

" Now that you can read a little you will soon get 
on, and I will bring a slate over with me on Friday, 
and set you a writing-lesson," said Marston. 

" Indeed you are too kind to me — kinder than I 
deserve," said Sally, in a low melancholy tone. 
C"No, no! The kindness is not on ray part; 
reaching is with me a pleasure when my pupils wish 
to learn. The gardener trains his flowers along the 
trellis, prunes their luxuriance, restrains the wildness 
of their young life, cherishes the tender buds, and 
finally sees in the strong plant covered with blossom 
so much beauty and loveliness, that he forgets the 
long watching and daily care, or only remembers it 
with satisfaction, as he contemplates — in the flowers 
before him — the bounteous reward his labours have 
obtained for him. And so it is with us poor teachers^ 
when we are engaged in forming the willing mind 
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of the young— each effort that it makes, each tendril 
that it puts forth — every leaf or bud, as it appears, 
is a triumph,- until we at last behold our labours 
crowned in the developed intellect of those we have 
trained; I have long thirsted to educate a girl like 
you, SaUy. Without intending flattery, I don't 
hesitate to say Nature has given you rare powers, if 
you will only cultivate them ; and I know you would 
soon master all that I can at present teach, so that I 
should be obliged to work myself to keep a-head of 
you. Then you might take a better situation than 
now you could hope to fill, and perhaps the oppor- 
tunity might occur for you to form a suitable 
marriage." 

** Hush ! " said Sally — " don't talk of marriage to 
me. I will learn anything you will teach me as long 
AS I'm home — treading, and writing, and ciphering, 
and gography." 

" Ge-ography, Sally." 

" Very well, ge ography, then, if that's right ; but 
WU leave marriage alone just now." 

"As you please," said Marston, sighing involun- 
tarily ; " but we may dream for others as well as for 
ourselves sometimes — mayn't we ? " 

" No good comes of it, though," said his companion. 
^ It's like eating lozengers." 

" Lozenges is the right word." 

**LozengeB, then," continued Sally; "they are 
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sweet in the mouth, bat they leaye a nasty taste 
behind and spoil yonr appetite for porridge.** 

Erening after eyening Marston eame and tanght 
his pupil for a conple of hoars. As far as she conld 
do so, Sally always had her task in readiness ; for, as 
she worked, her book lay open before her, and more 
than one seam had to be ripped and resewn, in 
oonseqnence of the mysteries of three syllables with 
meanings. 

The writing lessons were the most difficnlt. As 
nsoal, the m's and n's were yery penrerse and obsti- 
nately crooked ; and whenever the master took his 
pupil's hand to gaide it, his own shook so, that he 
generally made bad worse. 

If the weather was fine, the lesson was given ont 
of doors, in the comer of the potato patch farthest 
from the road ; and, while the light lasted, there was 
little or no intermission in the studies. 

When Sally would be engaged ia making fancy 
imitations of the schoolmaster's bold text hand-writ- 
ing, he would lean on the table and gaze at the young 
girl's face, till every feature was, as it were, stamped 
into his brain. 

Bill never retomed in time to be present at these 
meetings ; but Betty took copious mental notes of the 
proceedings, and did not fail to enlarge to her neigh« 
hours on the subject of her daughter's education. The 
conclusion she came to ia her own mind was — "** If 
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• 

ever a man was in lore with a maid, the Measter's in 
love wi' our Sally.** But this observation always sng« 
gested another to the effect that ''Sally don't seem to 
mind much about him neither." 

The neighbours took a deep interest in Marston's 
and Sally's proceedings. 

''He's gone out o' his mind," said Milkwort 

^What the d can he want with teaching her 

laming ? Shell never make ti schoolmaster's wife. 
What d'ye think, Mr. Jones ?" 

The reverend gentleman shook his head and said 
he had ceased to call at the Jennings', since Marston 
had become a visitor thera 

"Has he cut you out?** said the fiEumer with a 
wink. 

Jones reproved the jester with a look, singly 
remarking, "My opinion of your friend is un* 
changed." 

" And mine," said Mrs. Milkwort " ' Shy cats,' ses 
I, ' steals the cream.' I never trusts your quiet men 
< — ^butter won't melt in their mouths ; they looks as if 
they was buttoned up in hymns, and breakin' out all 
over with textes and good intentions. They walks 
about with their hands under their coat-tails, smilin' 
like foxes at the fowls they can't reach. No ! Td as 
soon give a cat the charge o' my dairy as trust a 
pretty gerl to a quiet man." 

Marston, clad in his own purity and innocence, 
neither heard nor suspected the sharp criticisms of his 
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acqnaintance. If he had reasoned about the matter 
at all he would have appealed to his past conduct — 
his irreproachable life. It never occnrred to him 
that the low and the wicked rejoiced to see him 
entering on a path, each side of which is bounded 
by a precipioe, and over which they felt assured he 
must plunge. The landlord of the "Blue Boar" 
had more than once entertained his half-inelnriated 
customers in the bar with descriptions of pnaginary 
conversations between Marston and his pupiL 

^ Hang it," said the butcher one evening, ** you're 

too bad. Why in the name shouldn't the 

Measter have an eye for a pretty girl? Isn't he 
flesh and blood like the. rest of us? Leave the man 
alone, I say." 

" Leave a man alone," said the landlord, ** is all 
very well, when a man leaves his neighbour alone ; 
but when a fellow sticks up to be better than any 
other devil, and shows himself as he hisn't, people 
can't sew up their lips and look pleasant The 
cat '11 out o' the bag some day, and then you'll see 
as my nose isn't far from the middle o' my face, 
whatever you med think now. Seed time alius 
comes afore harvest." 

Meantime Marston continued his visits, and had 
ihe satisfaction of seeing his pupil make rapid pro^ 
gress. 

He used to walk home in the starlight, building 
castles in the air as in old days. ^'She is now 
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but a wayward child," thought he, " and knows not 
her own mind. Oh ! I could train her soul to twine 
round mine like ivy round the oak. Thus would I 
sustain her against the shocks of the wind of fortune, 
and her love would give me greater strength to fight 
the battle of life." Sometimes a voice asked him, 
"Why this dream of moulding a woman's fickle 
mind according to your will, — why choose a help- 
mate from this sphere? You have friends else- 
where ; you could get introductions to many a 
respectable well-educated girl who would make you 
as good and perchance a better wife than Sally 
Jennings." " Ah ! no," he would answer, ** how 
could I ask such a one to partake of my poverty ? 
It would be cruelty to ask such a one to share my 
humble lot; besides they would think they con- 
ferred a boon by marrying me." 
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CHAPTEE XXIIL 

**I WISH Mother," said Sally one morning; "you 
would wash your face and hands before sitting down 
to breakfast." 

Few things wound dirty persons So keenly aa 
to be reminded of their want of cleanliness, and 
Betty's heart was angered by her daughter's re- 
mark. 

" Ho, ho ! my fine lady, that's the way the wind 
blows, is it ? That's what comes of your book 
lamin', and your fine talking. Work-people's ways 
' isn't good enough for you, now* You'll want carpets 
on the floor, and me to wait upon yt)u next. When 
you turns up your nose at a bit o' clean dirt, the 
sooner you can find another sort o' home the better. 
Them that thinks so much about their complexions 
bean't the best wives, as every man will tell you. 
What's good enough for your father 's good enough 
for you, anyhow ! " 

"What's the woman making a noise about?" 
rejoined Sally. "I am't taking away your cha- 
racter!" 
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** Character ! Who talks about character ? Mind 
your own steps, Sally. Pink and white *s no honester 
than a brown skin." 

"And dirt," rejoined the daughter, "is no sign 
a' vartu." 

"Now," cried the mother, "no more o' your im* 
perence, or else Til throw this stool at your head." 

" Do it if you dare I " screamed Sally* 

" Who says dare to me ?" 

" I ses dare to you, then." 

The words were no sooner uttered than Betty 
fulfilled her threat. Sally ducked her head and 
the missile flew harmlessly by, but shattered the 
only pitcher the establishment possessed. 

Much crimination and recrimination followed; 
nor was peace finally restored until Sally returned 
from Shale End, with a new jug to replace the 
broken one. The mother declined to perform any 
ablutions that day, and thus felt herself to be com* 
pletely victorious over her daughter, who never 
ventured again to introduce novelties into the 
parental dwelling. 

In proportion as light dawned upon Sally's brain 
so did she become alive to the deficiencies of thos^ 
around her. Marston thought in educating her 
he was conferring an unquestionable boon; it did 
not occur to him in introducing her to the theo- 
retical knowledge of the elegances of life, that he 
wtis at the same time opening her eyes to the vul« 
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garity that gmroimded her, tbeieby awakening a 
feeling of intense difflatiflfaetion with her staticm. 
He never divined the ambition that animated her 
0only although he perceived a growing lestleamess 
in the spirit of his pupil, alternating with moods* of 
the profoondest melancholy, which he was nnaUe 
to account for. 

Not only did the cobwebs on the thatch, the filth 
and fleas of the fowls, the soiled &ce8 and clothes 
of her mother and the children grow into more 
hideous relief but the light fell also within her, and 
her life read by this illumination assumed an aspect 
so unflattering that she turned firom the picture in 
dismay. 

like a dreamer who sees the hand raised to strike 
the blow from which he cannot escape, so Sally felt 
her helplessness. She longed to breathe a purer 
atmosphere, but she saw no pathway leading upward 
from the pit 

The result of all these reflections was that her 
teacher became more and more a necessity to her ; 
his visits were looked for more anxiously; his ab- 
sence deeply regretted. She knew her power over 
him, and that one word from her would insure his 
captivity for life. But she wouldn't utter it — honesty 
sealed her lips. 

One night she had been reading the history of 
Joan of Arc with Marston, and had been intensely 
interested in the life-story of the peasant girl. 
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" Ah 1 " said she, " I wish those days would come 
back ; wouldn't I ride in the battle, and die there 
too?" 

" And what spirit do you fancy, Sally," said 
Marston, '* would animate you then,— -would it not 
be vanity, the love of fame, and not only of being 
but of appearing great ? Believe me, that there are 
thousands of greater souls in the eyes of God thao 
those who are greatest in the sight of men. They 
do not necessarily wear swords and plumes, crosseB 
and ribbons, nor do they see men grovel at their 
feet, or listen to the flattery of lovely women ; but 
they are content with victory in the strife where 
fate has placed them. They do not, like knights- 
errant of old, rush about the world in search of 
notoriety ; but they grasp the foe before them, and 
by God's grace conquer, though it may be only, 
those vulgar enemies despised of men,— the world, 
the flesh, and the devil." 

Sally sighed. 

" Why do you sigh, SaUy ? " 

" I was thinking how little a poor girl can da" 

" Not if you are content with the kind of victories 
I have spoken of." • 

The pins that confined her hair had worked out, 
and the masses of long rich black locks fell down 
below her waist, as she leaned on his arm, supported 
by the garden hedge. Marston, who had beeii 
sitting beside her, rose, paced backwards and for- 
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wards in front of the seat, pausing, thon^ whenever 
he came in front of Sally, to admire her nnoommon 
beauty. 

With her chin still resting on her hand, and her 
eyes bent on the ground, she said in a low voice, 
almost as if she were unconscious that she spoke 
aloud : ^ £ wish I had never learned to read or write 
and know that there had been such wonderful men 
and women in the world ; it makes me miserable, 
thinking of what I am and what I must be. I am 
more lonely than ever now ; the girls used to call 
me proud, and the boys said I was saucy, but now 
they are farther fix)m me than ever, and yet I am 
worse than them alL'' 

Then it flashed on Marston's brain, " K this be so, 
I have done her no service, unless — ^unless she will 
become my wife, and then we should be bound to- 
gether by a common tie — a tie so strong no power 
could rend it." 

He resumed his seat. 

" Sally," said he, " your words pain me ; I wished 
to do you a service when I proposed to teach you." 
' "Oh!" cried his companion, starting up, "what 
have I been saying? Oh, I am so sorry! I didn^t 
mean what I said. I wouldn't hurt your feelings 
for the world, you are so good, my truest friend ; " 
and looking up with a smile she pushed back the 
hair from his forehead with a touch so light and 
gentle that it caused every nerve in his body to 
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quiver with deKght, and the blood to rush into his 
£Ekce. 

" You bring the old dream back agam," said Mars- 
ton. ** As a dream it is too painfiil to be endured, 
but if I could hope that there was any portion of 
reality in it I should be made inexpressibly happy." 

Again the cloud swept over Sally^s face, "You 
don't know me yet, Mr. Marston," said she. "If all 
my little history was before you, you would never 
utter such words as you have just spoken." 

" Yes, Sally, I should," Sjsdd the love-stricken man, 
" I could forgive any fault in you, because I am sure 
that you take no pleasure in folly, but in reality 
prefer the paths of truth and uprightness." 

« If I prefer them," said the young girl ; « I have 
not always chosen to walk in the light." 

"Who has?" saidMarston. "Show me the man 
who can lay his hand on his heart and say that he 
would not blush if every page in his life was written 
in a book; nay more, there are tens of thousands of 
respectable men doing their duty in society who 
would choose death rather than confess to man all 
the acts of their lives. I do not hesitate myself to 
say," continued he, "that I have not always been 
such £is I am now ; it matters not what my experi- 
ences are farther than they enable me to say that I 
am a living monument of God's mercy, and to BHm 
be the glory that I have entered upon and walked 
for some years in a path that is leading me closer 
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aEnd cIosefT to the Lord Chiigt No, Sally, I pray 
you let no morbid feeling of self-depredation weigh 
npon your mind, rather think of what yon may be- 
come than of what yon have been." 

"Who have I to help me?- 

" Christ," was the reply. 

'^ I did not mean in that sense," said Sally. " I 
meant to say that it is hard for a feeble woman to 
walk alone in the world." 

Again she looked round at Marston. 

^ Sally," said he, his voice hoarse from emotion, 
" it would render me the happiest man alive, if yoo 
could make up your mind to lean for life on 



me. 



Sally answered not; but she -did not resist when 
Marston, putting his arm round her waist, drew her 
towards him, and kissed her lips. 

For a moment she felt perfectly happy, caressing 
and being caressed by one whom she could trust, 
and did admire and respect. For a moment it 
seemed as if the old life had passed away and that 
a new existence had commenced, a life of higher 
purposes and nobler aims. For a moment she felt 
that a blessing had fallen upon her, and a heavenly 
radiance flooded her souL For a moment a prayer 
was in her heart and on her Ups, then the cloud fell, 
and burying her face in her hands she wept, as we 
saw her weep in the old encampment on the "Bloody 
Heap." 
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" My own, my beautiful 1" said Marston, " tell me, 
tell me, why do you cry ? " 

" Because," said she, " the present time must pass 
away for ever." 

"But ail joys," said Marston, "sooner or later 
repeat themselves." 

" No," said Sally, " at least not for women." 

Then rising from her seat she placed a hand on 
each of Marston's shoulders and kissed him on his 
forehead. 

" May you be blessed," said she, " for ever, in that 
you desire to bind up the broken heart ; " and saying 
this she fled into the house. 

" She loves me," said Marston, and he returned on 
his way rejoicing. 
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CHAPTEK XXIV. 

The harvest had come, and hands were not too 
abundant. 

Sally had grown weary of home. The gossip of 
her acquaintance had become nauseous to her, but 
she could not flee from it. One morning the Squire's 
ploughman called at the cottage and asked the 
mother and daughter " if they had a mind to come 
and rip wheeat ? " 

Betty was an accomplished reaper, and Sally could 
bind as well as most. The work lay nearer than 
Thorntree, so they accepted the proposal and pro- 
mised to join the Squire's women the next morning 
at the remunerating wages of sixpence a day with 
bread and cheese and beer for dinner. 

Accordingly at eight o'clock they made their ap- 
pearance with some thirty others at the gate of the 
wheat-field. 

The regular staflf of farm workmen were engaged 
whetting the reaping-hooks preparatory to the on- 
slaught on the golden wheat. In the days of which 
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we write reaping-machines were unknown; barley 
and oats were invariably mown with scythes to which 
a light cradle was attached, that gathered up the 
com as it was cut, thus enabling the mowers to lay 
it evenly in the swathe. Wheat was too highly 
esteemed to be treated in this unceremonious man- 
ner, and when a field was ripe, it was cut down with 
the aforementioned hooks, and immediately bound 
and placed in field-stacks or mows. 

A light breeze rippled over the cornfield laden 
with aU the freshness of the meadows and wild 
flowers. The dew still glittered on the stems of 
long grass, or hung in crystal drops from the large 
ripe blackberries that flourished despite of the up- 
rootings and prunings of the farm labourers, and 
rows of liquid diamonds strung on threads of gos- 
samer told everybody that the fairies* jewellers had 
been at work all night 

The ploughman led the way, and the first armful 
of golden corn was soon laid on the ground, proclaim- 
ing another fulfihnent of the promise that harvest 
shall not fail. 

" Low and clean, women — low and clean ! " shouted 
the leader, who as soon as the work was fairlv started 
resigned his reap-hook to the second in command so 
that he might exercise a general superintendence. 

"Eot thee, Betty Jennings! what art thee at? 
Am't thee ashamed to leave the stopples as high as 
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thee knees? Low and clean, Molly Hart; thou'rt 
leaving half the com behind thee." 

Then seizing a couple of sheaves Be planted them 
on end, and shouted to the younger girls to carry in 
to the mow. 

" Why doesn't thee say, * Hold up your backs ? ' " 
screamed Molly Hart, as with purple face she con- 
tinued her work. 

^* Ay, hold up your backs," echoed another. 

" Boderation women ! hould yer tongues and stick 
to it ; the Squeer'll be here presently," replied the 
ploughman. 

The interchange of compliments lightened the 
labour, nor did any of the ploughman's observations, 
garnished as many were with oaths, provoke the 
least feeling of wrath. Husbands heard their wives 
abused with stoical calmness, neither did the ladies 
expect their liege lords to heed the criticisms pro- 
voked by their want of skill or laziness. Daughters 
listened to maledictions on their mothers with un- 
moved countenances, and brothers worked on while 
sundry implications respecting their sisters* cha- 
racters were loudly uttered without feeling the 
pulses of their hearts quickened. 

About ten o'clock a buzz ran through the crowd, 
" The measter's coming," as the Squire's white hat 
made its appearance at the gate. 

" What sort of a crop is it, Nixon ? " said he, ap- 
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preaching the plonghman ; and without waiting for 
an answer he lifted up one of the sheaves by in- 
serting his finger beneath the bean, and as it dropped 
heavHy to the head when suspended in this manner, 
he pronounced it to be " pretty well filled." 

" It's a good crop indeed, sir," said Nixon ; " but 
rather too green to please me. I don't like these 
here green knots in the straw." 

"Stuff!" said the Squire. "When the grain is 
over-ripe the colour is spoiled, and the bran is ever 
so much thicker. Make the mows as small as you 
can, Nixon." 

As he passed along the line of reapers he cordially 
returned the salutations he received, and laughed at 
a smaU joke or two. Molly Hart wanted to know 
if the " ould ram was dead yit." 

" What old ram ?" said the Squire. 

" Why, the ould ram as his skin you promised for 
to make gloves, sir," said Molly, holding up a bleed- 
ing finger which the sharp stubble had lacerated. 

" Ay, indeed," shouted a dozen others in chorus, 
"the 'disils is very had; and indeed, sir, all the 
formers is giving gfoves this harvest" 

** Well, do you think I carry 'em in my pocket ?" 

" No, I 'spose not," said Molly, straightening her 
back ; and adding, in a softer tone, " 'Tis but ten- 
pence a pair, and 'tisn't much for you now, measter, 
to give us gloves all round." 

" Hold thee tongue, Molly, you^U ruin me," said 
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the Squire, with a smile that saved his pocket for 
that morning. 

At eleven o'clock all hands stopped for beer ; and 
the Squire, to prove the quality of the beverage, also 
partook of a cup, while Nixon stood near him to 
show how familiar he was with his master. 

" Who 's that girl ? " said the Squire, looking at 
Sally Jennings. 

"That's the schoolmaster's young ooman," said 
Nixon. 

"What! Sally Jennings! How did she come 
here ? I thought she was at Thomtree." 

"Ees, she was, till she came home with a bad 
arm ; but the people ses as it's all nonsense about 
her arm, and 'twas only Marston the schoolmaster's 
dodge, you see, to have her all to hisseK; for never 
a evenin' comes as he isn't there. But whether '11 
marry or not, nobody can say. Some ses he will, 
some ses he won't. But howsomedever she's lamt 
to read and write, and lots o' things besides." 

" Don^t let the women be standing there aU day, 
Nixon," said the Squire, as if he had not heard his 
ploughman's narrative. 

"Now then, women, come bear a hand there!" 
shouted Nixon in a loud voice, running up to the 
beer-cask, and asking for a ^'mouthful'' in a lower 
tone. 

Squire Maddocks went home to lunch, and returned 
to the field during the workpeople's dinner-hour 
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to assure himself that no time was unnecessarily 
lost. 

A large number of sheaves were lying about : there- 
fore he ordered out another couple of mow-makers, 
and told oflf Sally as the assistant to one of them. 
For the next half-hour he evidently took consider- 
able interest in the making of the mows to which she 
handed the sheaves. 

"The measter's looking very close after Abel," 
said Molly Hart (whose husband was Sally's partner), 
laying considerable stress on her lord's name. 

" Ay," said her next companion, looking up, " he's 
a sporting old cock, and he'll die game, I'll be 
bound." 

Sally herself was not slow to perceive the effect of 
her charms on the great man, but a more demure 
damsel than hei*self never worked in a cornfield. 

" How long have you left Thorntree ? " asked Mr. 
Maddocks. 

Sally stated the time. 

" When are you going out to service again ? " 

" I don't know, sir." 

" Why did you leave Thorntree?" 

" My arm was bad, sir." 

" Arm bad ! How was that ? " 

" Broke it, sir." 

"Where?" 

" Below the elbow, sir." 
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" No. I meant where — ^what place, and when." 

" On the ^Bloody Heap,' sir." 

" She's stupid," thought the Squire. " The 

best-lookuig girls are always the most insipid. What 
the can Marston see in her more than her com- 
plexion, I wonder ? T'll try if she can blush," said 
he to himself; then aloud, ^^ When is Mr. Marston 
going to get married ? " 

Sally looked up and stared at her interrogator 
with all the coolness of a woman of the world, and 
then added, " I didn't catch the name, sir ; wiU you 
be kind enough to repeat your question ? " 

It was now the Squire's turn to look confused, and 
he felt that the tables were turned upon him. ** Oh ! 
oh ! " he muttered half aloud, " * wiU you be kind 
enough to repeat yom: question?* She's been at 
school to some purpose. I am sure she heard me." 
Nevertheless he did as she asked him, and received 
for her answer, — 

" I'm not in Mr. Marston's confidence, sir." 
The simplicity of rural life, as related in the his- 
tory of Euth, did not prevail to the same extent in 
Arcady ; nevertheless every good-natured Boaz could 
find opportunities to show a favourite handmaid his 
appreciation of her beauty, and as a general rule 
much delicacy of manner would be out of place. 
The Squire bad had many experiences in his country 
career, and considered himself a successful man in 
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winning the good graces of the fair sex ; yet when 
he approached Sally he instinctively felt her case 
required peculiar treatment Perchance it was her 
natural manner, perchance it was the effect of the 
little knowledge she had gained, or probably both 
together, caused her to appear in a different light to 
most country girls ; but the problem presented itself 
to the Squire's mind as one difiGicult to solve. 

Next day he repeatedly took occasion to get into 
conversation with her, and his attentions were the 
common topic of conversation among the workpeople. 
At noon, when they sat round the beer-cask beneath 
the shade of the hedge, and opened the baskets, or 
untied the bundles containing their dinners, which 
the children of the different families had brought, the 
subject was freely canvassed, notwithstanding the 
presence of Betty and her daughter. 

"Art thee goin' to have another schoolmc^ster 
now ? " said Molly Hart 

SaUy was deaf. 

"I'll be bound the Squire 'U lam thee a good 
many things more than the ABC. He's lamt a 
good many in his time." 

"Ha! ha! ha!" said Nixon, "and hell larn a 
good many yet, afore he's finished." 

" He taught thee a lesson once, Molly, I've heerd," 
said Betty Jennings, striving to speak with half a 
potato in her mouth. 
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Everybody knew the story, so the laugh against 
Molly became generaL 

Molly swallowed the cup of beer she was drinking, 
and then rejoined, " Don't let none o' your cracked 
teapots laugh at my jug cause it leaks.^' 

« Well done, Molly ! By ," said Nixon, " that's 

inta the lot o' em." 

" If people would mind their own business," said 
Sally, " 'twould be a deal better for 'em. I can take 
care of myself, Mrs. Hart, so don't you trouble your- 
seK about me ; and if you keep turning your head all 
day long to see what's going on behind you, you 
might get a crick in the neck, you know ! " 

" All right," said Molly, with a laugh ; " I was H 
good-looking girl once, Sally ; but nobody stops me 
in the lanes now-a-days to ask me the time o' day : 
so you see I gets home quicker from work now 
than when my legs was nimbler ; and people won't 
care for your larnin' when your head 's as grey as 
mine is." 

Sally set off to her work, simply remarking that 
she " wasn't bom yesterday." 

The work went merrily on ; the first field of wheat 
was nearly finished, and another was ready for the 
sickle. When the Squire made his appearance after 
dinner he came accompanied by a lad who carried a 
bundle of coarse leather gloves, a pair of which he 
distributed to each man and woman, reserving Sally's 
to the last. 
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" It's hot this afternoon, Sally," said her master. 

" Yes, sir ; 'tis warm, working." 

"I didn't hire you to kill yourself, you under- 
stand." 

" No fear of that, sir," said Sally, without pausing 
in her work. 

" You'll make a good wife for somebody," said the 
Squire, " if that 's the way you carry on always." 

" Time enough yet for me to marry," cried Sally, 
tossing her head. 

"Never too. soon to do a good thing," observed 
the Squire. 

" Yes," cried Sally, " when you may do a better.' 

'* What do you mean, my tulip ? 

" Leave marrying alone.' 

" It might happen so," said the Squire. " Abel," 
cried he to the man on the mow, " go and tell Nixon 
to come here to me ; then, turning to Sally, he pre- 
sented her with a pair of gloves, strong but of finer 
quality than those he had dispensed to the rest of 
the workpeople. She was about putting them in 
her pocket, when he said, " Try them on, I want to 
see how they fit" 

" There's something in the thumb," said Sally, as 
she was drawing the left glove on. PuUing it off, 
she took out a sovereign. " How came this here ? " 
said she, looking up at her master, whose twinkling 
eyes answered her question. 
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"Put it in your pocket, and say nothing about 
it," said the Squire. 

"I'll do nothing of the kind," said she. "You 
must take it back, Mr. Haddocks." 

" Ton my soul, I won't." 

"As you please," said Sally, coolly putting the 
coin on a sheaf, " I'll never take it from there ; " and 
stooping down, she untied another sheaf, and tied it 
into four tiny ones, or as they are technically called 
"coppets," to finish the top of the mow with. 

Abel had accomplished his mission, and returning 
with Nixon, was close at hand, when the Squire had 
no alternative but to put the sovereign in his pocket, 
or permit his workmen to find it, a conclusion which 
he by no means coveted. 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

In the outskirts of the village of Shale End stood 
a neat cottage about ten feet back from the high 
road. The little plot in front was sacred to nastur- 
tiums, wall-flowers, London pride, two rose-trees and 
a fuschia; besides sundi^y large sea-shells, which 
adorned the tops of the pillars, and glistened on the 
window-sills. The front door was ornamented with 
a wooden frontispiece, sanded in imitation of granite, 
and in the centre of the panel a portentous brass 
knob shone resplendent, in the polished surface of 
which every visitor beheld a distorted image of him- 
self, which could not fail to mortify the vanity even 
of those most satisfied with their appearance. 

The door is ajar, let us push it open and enter. 
The passage presents no peculiar feature; but as 
soon as we enter "the parlour we find ourselves in- 
troduced to the original, or, it may be, present pro- 
prietor of the apartment. 

The chimney-piece is a battery, where every 
description of naval ordnance has its miniature 
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representative, fix)m mortars to carronades and long 
thirty-twos. A small mirror, the frame of which 
being in delicate health, was protected from the flies 
and cold air by a robe of yellow gauze, stood above 
the guns, and was itself surmounted by a naval offi- 
cer's belt and sword suspended longitudinally across 
the wall. The battle of the Nile was being fought 
on the opposite side of the room, with * L'Orient ' in 
a state of permanent blowing up ; and on a bracket 
beneath, a model of the * Victory' challenged in- 
spection. Portraits of Nelson, Howe, CoUingwood, 
and Jervis greeted the eye ; although the idea rather 
than the likeness of those great men was preserved 
in the prints. 

Japan had evidently ftimished the tea-caddy on 
the side-table ; India had in sundry mats and fans 
contributed her share to the furniture of the room ; 
China too had given a cuj)-and-ball, and probably 
had also provided the half-dozen cups and saucers 
that lay upside down, like sunken rocks, hard by the 
bottom of the model of the old man-of-war. These 
features were sufficient to indicate the calling of the 
owner, without appealing to two thick volumes on 
naval tactics, which divided with a morocco-bound 
Bible the proud pre-eminence of tHfe centre table. 

A painful air of neatness pervaded the apartment. 
All the cover-lids were in order, every chair stood in 
its appointed place, feather screens of precisely the 
same size and pattern were suspended from brass hooks 
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on both sides of the fire-place, a pink and white paper 
fly-cage hung exactly in the centre of the window, 
beneath the curtain pole ; an air of well-kept shab- 
biness, indicative of great age, pervaded the carpet 
and two ottomans of worsted- work ; while an inlistid 
stripe of yellow wood round the edge of the table, 
and up and down its attenuated perpendicular legs, 
as well as those of the chairs, pointed to a remote 
antiquity as the period of their manufacture. 

This was the state apartment sacred to discomfort 
and an imaginary grandeur. The very air seemed 
different to that which filled the rest of the house ; 
the seats of the chairs chilled the visitor — ^the pillows 
of the sofa were musty — the fire-irons arranged at 
equal distances on the fender seemed never to hav^ 
been disturbed by the sociable confusion of use. In 
every inhabited room there is an all-pervading sense 
of life, as if the genii of the house had more than a 
fabulous existence, and were able to make their pre- 
sence felt. The furniture seems disposed to be 
familiar, the chairs are more lightly moved, the 
couches more gladly receive you, and the tables 
appear to be almost conscious of their use, and 
pleased that you accept their services. How sadly 
different was the aspect of the parlour in " Trafalgar 
Lodge ! " Yet the relict of Lieutenant Murray espe- 
cially prided herself on its elegant appearance, and 
every distinguished visitor in summer or winter was 
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certain to be aUowed the privaege of shiTering in 
this sanctuary. 

A knock at the street door was answered by the 
widow in person, and Doctor Haddocks was found 
standing on the step. " I'm so glad to see you ! " 
said the lady, grasping her visitor's hand, and con- 
ducting him into the afore-mentioned parlour. 

As soon as the Doctor crossed the threshold and 
breathed the sacred air he uttered an involuntary 
expletiva 

" What did you say, Doctor ? " 

" Nothing, ma'am — ^live a good deal alone — ^habit 
of thinking aloud— 'em— a— 'em. Fine print that, 
Mrs. Murray.' 

"Yes," said the lady ; ** You mean the blowing up 
of the 'Loriong.' Ah, poor Murray was there. 
Ought to have been posted in consequence. But no 
interest you see." 

" Yes," said the Doctor, " case with us aU ma'am. 
I started to get to the top of the ladder ; and here 
you see me now, but a short way from the bottom. 
Hang it though, if I hadn't tried those experiments 
in the West Indies I should have done better." 

" What experiments, Doctor ? " 

" The yellow fever was aboard of us, and the men 
were dying like rotten sheep. Our surgeon (I was 
assistant then) would insist on continuing the lower- 
ing system, and as I thought, with fatal effect. Well, 
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the first lieutenant was the captain's nephew, and 
when he was taken ill I administered stimulants on 
my own responsibility ; the doctor found it out, and 
when the patient died he said I killed him. Don't 

believe it to this day, ma'am, if I do ; but at any 

rate I was sent home, and that in fact finished my 
career." 

All this time the Doctor was looking for a com- 
fortable seat, but in terror lest he should displace the 
proprieties of the room, so he nervously twirled his 
hat on the handle of his whip, and looked from right 
to left in despair. 

" Pray sit down, Doctor," said his hostess, placing 
herself on the sofa. 

Afraid to move anything, the Doctor complied 
with the lady's invitation, and seated himself bolt 
upright on the nearest chair to the door, just as a rat 
stations himself close to that part of the trap where 
he unhappily found an entrance. 

" Dear me," said Mrs. Murray, " 'tis such a treat 
to meet one who knows the service. The people in 
this part of the world you know. Doctor, are so con- 
tracted in their ideas, that really, without wishing to 
appear exclusite, I still must keep to myself." 

"Certainly ma'am, certainly ma'am;" said the 
Doctor. " Devilish little society in Shale End, ma'am. 
There are the Ambroses, and the Mumfords, and the 
Parson and Mrs. Eedmayne, and — and — let me see, 
nobody else, I think." 

VOL. I. Q 
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^ I don't mind telling yon in confidence. Doctor ; 
but these people belong to another set than that to 
which I have been accustomed ; and the manners of 
these persons — ^they may be very good people in 
their way, I have nothing to say against them p^- 
sonally — ^but their manners, as Lady Walker used to 
say to me — Lady Walker — ^I mean the wife of Sir 
Horton Walker: we were in Malta together, yon 
know. As Lady Walker used to say, they're not the 

* tong,' Mrs. Murray." 

"But how's Miss Murray to-day ?" said the Doctor. 

'^ Oh ! poor Oriana ! really. Doctor, I had abnost 
forgotten the object of your kind visit ; but» as Lady 
Walker used to say, * Maria, my dear* — she often 
called me Maria, and I used to call her Matilda — 
such Mends as we were ! Lady Walker had the 
finest hand and arm I ever saw. She used to say, 

* Agreeable society is like sunshine ; it colours even 
the clouds of life.' But, poor Oriana ! Excuse me. 
Doctor — I'll see if she's ready to receive you." 

While the Doctor is mentally making an inventory 
of the contents of the room, and while Mrs. Murray 
is arranging the bedroom jointly occupied by her 
daughter and herself, we will introduce her more 
particularly to the reader. 

By birth an Arcadian, her parents whilom kept a 
grocer's shop in the chief town in Arcady. There 
she had the reputation of a belle, and won the heart 
of Second Lieutenant Herbert Murray, when that 
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young gentleman was staying with some relations in 
the neighbourhood. The Lieutenant, for lack of 
other amusement, fell in love and ran off with Maria 
Fairbaim, to the intense disgust of his family, who 
cut him off in consequence. After an unsatisfactory 
career, he retired on half-pay, and devoted the rest 
of his life to gin with or without water, depending on 
the extent of the supplies. It required several years 
to break up a sound constitution ; but by persever- 
ance he eventually succeeded, and left a widow and 
one child to mourn his loss, and maintain a genteel 
appearance on the usual pension, with an addition of 
forty pounds a-year derived from a mortgage. 

Her straitened means necessitated the most econo- 
mical management on the part of Mrs. Miuray, and, 
remembering that living was comparatively cheap in 
Arcady, she became the tenant of a cottage in Shale 
End, which she dignified by the title of " Trafalgar 
Lodge." 

Her family consisted only of her daughter Oriana 
and herself; therefore she dispensed with a regular 
servant, and employed an old woman from the village 
to come in daily, and "do for them." Li person 
Mrs. Murray was no longer remarkable : her hair 
was tinged with grey ; two large buckle curls, like 
sausage rolls, laid by the comer of each eye, failed 
altogether to hide the crows-feet that lingered there. 
Her eyes, once blue, had faded ; in figure, she was 
rather stout^ and might almost have been considered 
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fat, bad not her habitual black dress — ^wom more 
for economy than from respect to the memory of 
the dear departed — diminished somewhat from her 
rotundity. Her last remaining charms were a white 
hand and arm ; hence her reference to these attrac* 
tions in the person of Lady Walker. 

" She's a devil to talk," said the Doctor to him- 
self, as she closed the door behind her. '^ I wish she 
would let some aii* into this room : positively I shall 
be stifled." 

He went to the window and opened it. The fresh 
breeze rushing in whirled the fly-cage about> dis- 
tended the curtains like balloons, and caused the 
blinds to rattle against the sash so violently that 
Mrs. Murray entered unperceived, until she exclaimed, 
" Goodness gracious ! what are you at? " 

The Doctor, startled, turned round suddenly, made 
one step forward, stumbled over one of the worsted- 
work ottomans, and fell headlong into the widow's 
arms. She was unable to sustain the charge, and 
they both rolled on the sofa, unavoidably embracing 
each another. 

" Beg pardon, ma'am — never was such a horse- 
marine as myself." 

" Don't mention it. Doctor," replied Mrs. Murray, 
re-arranging a disturbed curl ; " Oriana is ready to 
see you." 

After carefully closing the window, she conducted 
the Doctor up-stairs. 
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The bed-room furniture was of deal ; three strips 
of carpet — one on each side of the bed, and one by 
the dressing-table, left the greater part of the boards 
uncovered. The bed-curtains were of white dimity ; 
the dressing-table was in reality an old deal box, but 
covered first with pink cotton, and then with white 
muslin; it looked remarkably well, especially as 
some trinkets and' china ornaments stood on the top 
of it before a nice bright looking-glass. Every 
article in the room was perfectly clean, and contrasted 
most favourably with the dingy aspect of the parlour 
below. 

A young girl of two or three-ai»d-twenty occupied 
the bed. Her pale face, soft grey eyes, and small 
regular features, were very prepossessing; and one 
hand, which lay outside the coverlet, was well-formed 
and white, like her mother's. 

The Doctor went through the usual formula of ex- 
amination, and immediately said — " There is nothing 
much the matter : Miss Murray will be all right in a 
day or two." 

" Oh ! but," cried the patient, '^ I've such a head- 
ache ! " 

** Then, why do you wear a night-cap ? " 

" Oh, because of her hair. Doctor," said the widow. 

" Never mind her hair : you had better take it off. 



ma'am." 



(6 



Miss Murray obeyed ; and the consequence of the 
removal of this article of dress was — a mass of bright 
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golden hair fell down over the pillow, and flooded it» 
as it were with light. 

" She's a devilish pretty girl," said the Doctor to 
himself. 

Mrs. Murray remarked the effect of the display, 
but, like a discreet player, she made no sign, although 
she was looking through the Doctor. 

'^ I'll send you some medicine in a couple of hours, 
Mrs. Blurray ; and you will be kind enough to see it 
administered ; " and, with a nod, the Doctor de- 
parted. 

"What a stupid man he seems to be!" said 
Oriana. 

** You're peevish, my dear," said her mother. " Ab 
Lady Walker used to say to me, clever people are 
often stupid-looking." 

" When did Lady Walker die, mamma?" 

" Thirteen ye^rs ago, on the 23rd of March last," 
replied the widow, unheeding the quiet sarcasm of 
her daughter. 
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CHAPTEE XXVI. 

As the Doctor rode home to the Hall, he failed to 
banish from his memory that sunshine of golden hair 
in the bedroom at " Trafalgar Lodge." He was not 
sentimental man; he had no natural benedictine 
tendencies ; on the contrary, he was rather averse to 
ladies' society. Now, however, some very novel and 
perplexing sensations disturbed his brain ; the phe- 
nomenon puzzled him ; he blew his nose violently ; 
but the operation did not clear his understanding ; 
and in the most cloudy state he reached home and 
joined his brother at dinner. 

The conversation was of an uninteresting nature ; 
and, as soon as the cloth was removed, he left the 
Squire to his wine, and retired to the fastnesses of his 
own den. 

Then, indeed, the truth became apparent to him ; 
but, with the consciousness of the fact that he had 
been taken captive by a head of hair, came no solu- 
tion of the difficulty. What would John say ? How 
should he screw up courage to tell him? Wouldn't 
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Jolin do all in his power to preyent his maiTying ? 
John did not approve of matrimony for himself, mnch 
less for his younger brother. Then, conld he afford 
a wife ? He knew so little of housekeeping ; tme, 
he saved money now ; but, then, he bought nothiiig 
but his clothes, a few books, and curiosities — ^in fact, 
all his income was simply pocket-money. These 
diiBculties first presented themselves to his mind; 
then he remembered that the lady might refuse him, 
and every other consideration was lost in the presence 
of this primary one. 

Next morning at the same hour the Doctor again 
knocked at the door of " Trafalgar Lodge," and, de- 
murring to the necessity of another state-reception 
in the drawing-room, was at once ushered up-stairs, 
and found his patient rapidly improving. Both 
ladies remarked silently his constrained manner, and 
afterwards compared notes. As usual he swore a 
little, and apologized for his rudeness. 

" Sad habit, ladies : result of early associations ; 
we all swore in the navy. No ladies in the navy 
you know. Nonsense, what am I talking about ? I 
mean to say — ^it — ^I beg pardon — 1 was going to ob- 
serve we have none of the softening influences of 
female society at sea. Of course we haven't Un- 
combed dogs! rough dogs we become, yes, very 
rough indeed ! the consequence of a stormy life." 

*' Oh, but my dear Doctor — as poor Lady Walker 
used to say to me — * Maria, chestnuts have rough out- 
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sides ; but they are exceedingly sweet when cooked.' 
Just like sailors. We always called the medical 
men in the navj*^ sailors. Oriana is rather partial to 
chestnuts." 

" Oh, are you?" said the Doctor. " 111 send you 
a cart-load in a few weeks' time, we have an avenue 
of chestnut-trees near the Hall." 

" Oh, pray don't trouble," said Oriana ; ** I don't 
care the least for them." 

" Don't mind what she says. Doctor," cried Mrs. 
Murray, " sick girls are very perverse." 

The Doctor heard very little of what either mother 
or daughter was saying. The long golden hair lay 
streaming over the pillow, the soft grey eyes looked 
larger and brighter than yesterday, the lips too were 
tinged with red, and the hue of returning health 
enhanced tenfold the attractions of the patient. 

" Let me feel your pulse," said the Doctor. 

Oriana afterwards remarked to her mother that 
liis hands trembled so much she knew he could not 
count the beats. But she quite concurred in his 
opinion that she might get down stairs that after- 
noon. 

Once more the Doctor returned to the Hall in a 
perplexed state of mind, to which also was added the 
pleasing reflection that he must have looked like a 
fool in the presence of his beloved. 

" Indeed, mamma," said the daughter, ^ he is very 
ugly, and old enough to be my father." 
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" Nonsense, my dear,** said Mrs. Murray, " the 
Doctor is in tie prime of life. It's far wiser for girls 
to marry staid men than skittish boys who don't 
know their own minds, and then after a bit they 
begin to look older than their husbands, and the 
husbands find it out, and begin flirting, and then the 
wives get jealous, and that makes their husbands 
cross and flirt the more ; and then, * only gentlemen ' 
can tell what is sure to happen. Never think of a 
young husband, Oriana, as you wish to be the faith- 
ful loving wife of one man (I have nothing to say if 
he dies you know), don't think of getting a young 
husband. Besides, as Lady Walker often said, 'If 
you marry an old man you have the chance of 
marrying half-a-dozen ; ' and that's to be considered.** 

" I hear what you say," said Oriana ; " but the 
Doctor's no match after all, because he has next to 
nothing of his own." 

" You don't understand the thing, Oriana ; Mr. 
Haddocks will never marry, and then the Doctor is 
his heir. Young girls with nothing but their looks 
have no right to be too particular. All that I have 
to tell you is, don't get well too soon, and if you 
don't take any breakfast before the Doctor comes 
you'll look nice and pale and interesting, when he 
pays you a visit in the drawing-room to-morrow." 

At noon next day the Doctor arrived, and was 
shown into the sacred room where Oriana lay pros- 
trate on the sofa, pale and evidently faint. 
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" My dear girl — I b^ pardon, I mean my dear 
Miss Murray, you have overtaxed your strength." 

" I think it's from coming down stairs to break- 
fast," said the mother. 

" Ah, yes," said the Doctor, " you should have 
breakfasted in your room. I should recommend her 
a basin of broth now if you have it, Mrs. Murray." 

** Just what I was thinking of," said the mother. 
•' Fll bring some in directly." 

A tete-a-tete with a lady was a privilege never 
sought by the Doctor ; but now, in the presence of 
his beloved, he felt more awkward than ever, and sat 
stupidly swinging his hat to and fro, only venturing 
hurried glances at the face of the young girl, until 
at length Mrs. Murray returned and put an end to 
his miLble confusion. 

" What on earth shall I talk about?" said the 
Doctor to himself. " The weather ? — ^that's too stupid 
even for me. Archaeology ? this room is too musty 
as it is. Dress? I know nothing about it, except 
dressing wounds. John? ah, brother John! Do 
you know my brother, Miss Murray ? " 

" I think I've seen him at church,'* replied the 
young lady. 

" No I'm if you. have, — ^beg your pardon, I 

mean to say it's a mistake of yours ; he never goes 
there ! " 

** You don't mean to say he's a dissenter, then ? " 

" Dissenter, forbid ! No, not so bad as that, 

I hope I " 
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" Oh, I see," said Oriana, her face brightening 
with pride at the discovery ; " he attends no place 
of worship." 

" How shocking ! " cried the widow. 

" How shocking I '* said Oriana. 

" Dear me, you seem surprised," said the Doctor. 
" But you forget there is only an afternoon service 
at our church, and that interferes with dinner ; and 
my brother Kkes his dinner." 

" Of course," said Mrs. Murray ; " and as Lady 
Walker used to say, * When you want a flavour of 
your husband always ask it at dinner.' To be sure 
men can't live without dinner." 

" How does your brother spend his time ? " asked 
Oriana. ^* Goes about and sees the poor, and in- 
spects the schools, and chats with the farmers? " 

The Doctor roared out laughing. " John," said 
he, " never gives to the poor, on principle. The 
poor-rates, he says, are enough for them. He would 
as soon take a turn at a treadmill as inspect a school ; 
and, by Jove, I think he is right too; education 
only makes the children more cunning in mischief" 

" And," said the widow, " it makes female servants 
insupportable." 

Here the Doctor looked at his watch, and found 
he must ride hard to be in time for dinner at the 
Hall. 

" Very clever, gentlemanly man," said Mrs. 
Murray. 
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" Oh, mamma," said Oriana, " he's an awful 
stick." 

Mrs. Murray frowned, and lectured her daughter 
in a serious way. " It is clearly tempting Provi- 
dence, Oriana," said she, " if you turn up your nose 
at Dr. Maddocks. Bemember his children must in- 
herit the property ; and only think if he should offer 
you what your position would be." 

" But he swears so, mamma." 

" Mere habit, my dear, which you can cure him 
of." 

" And he dresses so queerly ! Corduroys and 
gaiters and cotton check ties. Oh, such a guy as 
he is ! Why must I marry a man I can't love ? " 

" Oriana," said Mrs. Murray. " I've seen the 
world, and I repeat what Lady Walker often used 
to say, *It is better to respect than to love your 
husband.' I've known women love the merest rips 
on earth, but you can't respect a bad man." 

Oriana lay back on the sofa and dreamt that she 
dwelt in the Squire's Hall. The vision of prospective 
greatness, of carriages and horses, ' footmen and 
ladies-maids, was an agreeable subject of contempla- 
tion, and as the only road to these pleasures lay 
through the church door in company with the 
Doctor, — ^^^well," she concluded, "many girls have 



worse." 



Each visit seemed to aggravate the Doctor^s com- 
plaint, without smoothing the di£Sculties that inter- 
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vened between him and happiness. The great 
obstacle was brother John. 

There he sat at the head of his table sipping his 
port wine, a very potentate. All the servants stood 
in awe of him ; his tenants, even those who cheated 
him most and laughed loudest in their sleeves, 
approached his presence with reverent fear; and the 
Doctor felt that to broach such a project as his in- 
tended marriage would be to call down all the 
Jovian thimders on his head. Hitherto they had 
jogged on very well together, each allowing the 
other liberty to pursue his own pleasures. All that 
the Squire did was not pleasing to the Doctor. All 
the Doctor's schemes were not approved of by the 
Squire. But they never clashed, their orbits were 
distinct, nay more, they moved round different 
centres. Marriage though on the part of either 
would upset everything, unlooked-for contingencies 
would arise and have to be provided for, new inte- 
rests and motives would be called into play, and 
amid the general confusion that would ensue, no one 
could foresee what might happen. 

That evening the Doctor began seriously to think 
that he had better abandon his matrimonial projects 
entirely. 

A good night's rest gave him courage to recon- 
sider his plans, and the idea of matrimony again 
assumed the pre-eminence. The next day was 
Sunday, and he thought he would go to church 
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and escort his belored home, but a moment's 
reflection taught him that such an unusual pro- 
ceeding would certainly reach his brother's ears, so 
the idea was stillborn. Monday passed away ; but 
when Tuesday arrived his patience was exhausted. 
Putting on a clean shirt (usually a weekly change 
of linen sufficed), a well-washed pair of cords, and 
carefully brushing his coat he set off for the draper's 
shop in Shale End, where he purchased a new hat ; 
thence to the **Blue Boar" to put up his horse. 
By this time noon had arrived, and the importance 
of the step he was about to take superinduced a 
sinking sensation at the pit of his stomach, and 

general weakness of. his joints. " it! I must 

have some brandy-and-water," said the Doctor ; and, 
to the astonishment of the barmaid, who in common 
with the majority in the neighbourhood, knew his 
abstemious habits, he gave the order. 

Primed with a shilling's worth of bad spirits, he 
started foi* " Trafalgar Lodge," and before he realized 
his position he was sitting side by side with the 
widow on the sofa. 

Mrs. Murray put her pocket-handkerchief to her 
face and wept audibly. 

" Good ma'am," said the Doctor. " What's 

the matter ? " 

No answer, but more sobbing. 

" I-^I — ^what have I done I " stammered the 
victim. 
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" Oh ! Dr. Maddocks," saia the widow ; " youVe 
used us cruelly ! " 

"I, ma'am?" 

"Yes, Doctor, you I" 

" What have I done ? For sake speak out." 

"Ask your own conscience, Doctor Haddocks. 
Have you not abandoned that poor delicate child of 
mine at the most critical period of her illness^ as 
if she were a workhouse patient? True, we are 
poor, but we are honest; and we are willing to 
remunerate the services of any professional man« 
But in you. Dr. Maddocks, we thought we had found 
a friend — one superior to mere mammon worship- 
one who, as Lady Walker used to say, * could do 
a kind action, and find in that action its reward.' 

But — but " Here Mrs. Murray's feelings again 

overcame her, and the Doctor earnestly wished 
he was a bat that he might disappear up the 
chimney. 

After his hostess had regained her composure, 
he ventured to inquire in a hesitating manner " If — 
if Miss Murray had had a relapse ? " 

" Yes, sir," said the widow. " Her delicate frame 
is little calculated to withstand harsh treatment. 
Her organisation is so sensitive that little, very 
little, destroys the balance. She is so sympathetic. 
Everything that disturbs her mind affects her nerves, 
and then, then she gives way. You little know. 
Doctor — you will never know, in fact — what I have 
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suffered since I saw you, in consequence of your 
cruel neglect of that precious child; but I forgive 

you — I forgive /' Here the widow again applied 

her handkerchief, 

" Eeally, ma'am," said the Doctor ; " I'm very 
sorry — inexpressibly grieved ; but I may say that 
I, too, have suffered a good deal since I saw you." 

"You don't say so. Doctor?" said the widow, 
looking interested. 

"Yes; it's a fact, upon my soul. I — I — you 
know at my time of life, I'm no longer a boy." 

" I hate boys," said the widow. " Oriana and I 
both hate boys." 

"Just so, ma'am," said the Doctor. "Neverthe- 
less, I have a sound constitution. But what I was 
going to observe was, that having arrived at years 
of discretion, I am not likely to be led away like 
a boy." 

« How nicely expressed," said Mrs. Murray. 

" And — and — I must teU you in confidence, making 
one exception in favour of Miss Murray — ^from whom 
I wish to conceal nothing, that &om the first time I 
saw her I felt — I felt — 'Hsoig it ; I don't know how 
I felt ; but I wish you to know, Mrs. Murray, that 
I can no longer continue my visits here as your 
professional adviser." 

" I thought so," cried the widow. " You wish to 
abandon us. Very weU, Doctor. For what you 

VOL. I. R 
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have done may the blessing of the widow and the 
fatherless " 

** Confound it, ma'am," interposed the Doctor, 
" will you hear me out ? I was going to say I can 
no longer come here except as the suitor of your 
daughter." 

" Oh ! Doctor Maddocks, — ^my dear friend I You 
take me by surprise — ^you bewilder me. I don't 
know what to say ; 'tis only the happiness of my 
child I seek. I must talk to her. She must give 
you her answer." 

Mrs. Murray rushed from the room. 

Presently Oriana came in alone, and the door was 
closed behind her. 

Outside that door knelt Mrs. Murray, so that she 
might more easily peep through the keyhole. 

The Doctor met his beloved, took, retained her 
hand, and led the young girl to a seat. By a great 
effort he regained the command of himself; and, 
save his usual impetuous and rather blustering 
manner, he was cool and collected. In a few short 
words he explained his financial position, alluded 
to the dispeirity of years between them, spoke of his 
sudden yet deep affection, and then asked Oriana for 
her answer. 

There was a certain manliness and frankness in 
the Doctor that pleased the young girl, although 
she had made up her mind to accept him under any 
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circumstances if. she had the opportunity. Yet now 
she really felt surprised that she could without 
hesitation pledge her faith, so much more agreeable 
did he seem that morning than on any previous 
occasion. 

Mrs. Murray impatiently watched the issue ; and 
when the crisis had passed, heedless of any suspi- 
cion of eaves-dropping that her sudden appearance 
at this juncture might excite, she rushed into the 
room and flung herself on a chair, exclaiming, " My 
child I my child ! don't take my child from me." 

Oriana could not resist administering a sly kick to 
her hysterical mother's toe, which, exciting a new 
sensation, and one of sharp pain, served as an excel- 
lent restorative. 

Before the Doctor left the house all the pre- 
liminary arrangements were agreed upon. The 
first and most important was that the marriage' 
should take place in London, and be kept a profound 
secret, because of brother John,, who would be sure 
to disapprove of it* 

A month, in fact less than a month from this 
day, a gentleman and two ladies descended from a 
fly at the door of one of the metropolitan churches* 
A curate was in attendance, the sexton stood best 
man, and in a few minutes the Doctor and Oriana,. 
as man and wife, resumed their seat in the vehicle, 
and started for Eamsgate on their wedding trip.. 
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The honeymoon only lasted a week, when the 
Doctor returned to the Hall ; and in a fortnight 
afterwards bis mother-in-law and wife came back to 
^ Trafalgar Lodge/' the latter still using her maiden 
name. So successfdlly was the little plot executed : 
r— even Mr. Jones suspected nothing. 
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CHAPTEE XXVIL 

The Sunday after the meeting between Sally and 
the Squire in the corn-field, the following conversa* 
tion took place between Marston and his pupil. 

" As long as the harvest lasts," said the latter, " I 
must give up my lessons. We work so many hours 
(mostly ttom eight) that as soon as supper 's over 
I can hardly keep my eyes open, much less look at a 
book." 

** I think you are wrong, Sally ; you mistake want 
of energy for &tigue. I am conident a little mental 
exercise after your bodily labour would take oflf the 
sensation of weariness rather than increase it." 

**I dare say you think so, after sitting down all 
day drilling thickheaded boys and girls. But 1*11 
bet a guinea, if you was '* 

"Were, Sally 1" 

*|Very well, *were,' then. If you were to bind 
barley all day, after father's mowing, you'd be real 
glad to sit down, if 'twas only on the soft side of a 
stone, I can tell you." 
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"Very well, very well, then," said the school- 
master with a smtte. " I won't add to your burdens, 
Sally. Anything for peace, and to give you plea- 
sure ; but I hope this cessation in your studies won't 
prevent us from meeting. If you don't cipher or 
read, we might chat, and there is often more know- 
ledge conveyed in conversation than in learned 
addresses ; and if conversation flags, I might read to 
you — if it were only to read you asleep." 

" Why do you take so much interest in me, Mr. 
Marston ? " said Sally, turning round suddenly, and 
looking him in the face. 

" Why does the eye turn to the light?" 

" I'm sure I don't know ! " 

^^ Because light and the eye were made for each 
other." 

"Oh, don't talk that way, Mr. Marston," said 
Sally with a sigh; "you make me think of those 
sorrowful words in which Jude speaks of the wicked: 
* Wandering stars to whom is reserved the blackness 
of darkness for ever.' " 

" Fie, SaUy, to apply such a passage to yourself. 
One would think you were an old woman of the 
world tempted into a momentary confession of an 
ill-spent life, and not a young girl who has ever 
breathed the pure air of the country in ignorance of 
the follies and vanities of society." 

"Don't talk nonsense, Mr. Marston," said Sally, 
almost angrily. ** It's all very well for town-bred 
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folks to fancy country people so innocent, but for 
you who know a deal better — IVe no patience with 
you !" 

Poor Marston had flown oS to some seventh 
heaven, but Sally's rebuke brought him to earth 
headlong. He heaved a deep sigh, like a man 
awakening from a pleasant dream, and laying his 
hand on Sally's arm said, " I like you the better for 
your honesty. Evil is not banished because we 
won't see it ; and God knows there is as much need 
for improvement in the lanes and cornfields of the 
country as in the squares and alleys of the towns. 
Gk)od night." 

The harvest progressed rapidly. Buth still con- 
tinued to labour in Boaz's field, and it soon became 
evident to the husbandmen that their master was 
pleased with the appearance of his handmaid. 

So palpable a triumph could not fail to please and 
flatter the victor ; but no damsel was ever more dis- 
creet in the presence of her admirer than Sally. 

She answered in monosyllables when spoken to, 
and never paused in her work to take advantage of 
the freedom of speech permissible in the harvest- 
field. 

Boaz had a reputation in the country. He had 
wrought in his time as much evil as most men, and 
felt as complacent as any self-indulgent judge sitting 
in judgment on himself. When once a man has 
been fairly admitted a member of the "Hellfire 
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Clats" it does not matter if a am or two mofe or lesB 
be added to the aocoauL As the Aicadians hare it» 
" 'Tis as well to be hung for a sheep as a lamb." 
Not that Boaz was troubled with r^ecticns : on the 
omtrarj, he remembered that he had takoi care of 
all his children ; that he was a tideiably lenient land- 
lord ; if he did not pay tar the injury his rabbits did 
to the crops, he allowed his tenants to net them, 
provided hares, pheasantSy and partridges were held 
sacred ; though he did not ofken hear a sermon, he 
always voted in the interest of Church and States 
and partly re-roofed the chancel of the old abbey, of 
which he was ^lay rector;" nay more, he gaye fire 
pounds at Christmas for distribution among the 
poor, and saw the deed recorded in the * Banner* 
under the head of ^Seasonable Benevolence." If 
he screwed his husbandmen in the matter of wages, 
he winked at their petty larceny, and knew that 
their pigs fattened on his barley. In fact, his con- 
science told him that there were many worse men 
than himselfl 

What a fimny old world that must have been 
when grace of person and grandeur of soul were the 
qualities that insured success in the Court of Loye ! 
Imaginative people have in vain attempted to pic- 
ture the social confusion that would ensue if our 
fathers were to arise and claim the places of their 
heirs ; but who could imagine the hopeless perplexity 
of society if such principles were to obtain, as merit 
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before money, worth before rank? Under such 
circumstances our first national duty would be to 
build lunatic asylums, if, indeed, any remained sane 
enough to design and erect them. 

Boaz knew that his personal charms were of the 
past ; between his ruddy complexion, rotund figure, 
and occasionally bloodshot eyes, and tender sentiment, 
or sentimental tenderness, there could be no rela- 
tion. But he also knew that there were scores of 
pretty Arcadian maidens who would willingly take 
him, for better for worse, on the condition of reign- 
ing at the " Hall." Therefore why should he despair 
of Euth ? That which a sovereign won't purchase 
five pounds can buy, and so on in proportion to the 
value of the goods. After all it is otdy a question of 
value. 

h " Where's your mother to-day ?" asked the Squire 
of Sally one afternoon, as she was raking around a 
mow of barley. 

" She's at home, poorly, sir." 

** Dear me, Fm sorry to hear it ; she's one of my 
best hands, always excepting her daughter." 

" Yes, sir, my mother's not afraid to do her part." 

" Has any doctor seen her ? " 

^^No, sir; but we sent for some medicine this 
morning." 

" I'll walk home that way," said the Squire, " and 
see how she is this evening." 

''Oh, never mind, sir, thank you," said Sally. 
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" It^U be a long way out of your way, and there's 
nothing serious the matter." 

"Stupid child!" rejoined the Squire smiling; 
** what do you know about it? " 

" I don't pretend to know much, sir, but I think I 
know the diflference between a person dangerously 
ill and one a little poorly." 

"Anyhow," answered the Squire with a knowing 
look, " I'll satisfy my mind." 

It was eight o'clock that evening before the day's 
work was finished. Indeed the binders did not stop 
until the dew rendered the corn too wet to be tied 
up. Then in twos and threes, or larger groups, as 
their roads lay together, with rakes and pitchforks 
on their shoulders, the weary people strolled home 
in the gathering twilight The last three-quarters 
of a mile Sally had to traverse alone. Usually she 
was very courageous, but this evening she felt ner^ 
vous and depressed. The way was soKtary, and part 
of it was overhung with bushes in the valley through 
which a brook flowed. In winter this stream fre- 
quently attained considerable dimensions, and large 
boulders had been placed for stepping-stones, but 
these at times were submerged. On one of these 
boulders, turning over the pebbles with a stick, sat 
the Squire. 

" I shall take toll," said he, " before you go over. 

" Let me pass, Mr. Maddocks, if you please. 

^* I'm not stopping you, Sally," said he. 



ver." 
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"As long as you sit there I can't get over" cried 
Sally, petulantly. 

"Well, pretty one," said her master, "you know 
the terms." 

" Now don't be good-for-nothing, master, let me 

go." 

" This minute if you will pay toll." 

" And shan't I go over on any other conditions ? " 

" Not if I can help it," said the Squire. 

Sally neatly raised her petticoats, walked through 
the stream, and laughed back defiance at her tor^ 
mentor. 

" You young vixen ! " cried the Squire, springing 
forward ; " I'll serve you out." 

Sally started off at the top of her speed, but a 
severe pain in her side immediately set in, and co- 
vering the affected part with her hand, she stood 
motionless. 

"Are you really iQ?" said the Squire. 

" It'll soon pass ; it's only a stitch," said Sally. 

The Squire approached still closer. 

"Keep off ! " said Sally, " don't touch me." 

" You skittish filly," said the Squire with a grin ; 
"I must have a kiss." 

" If you dare ! " 

"Yes, I dare!" said he, putting out his arm. 
Sally struck him on the ear with all her force, and 
seeing some one approaching, set up a terrible 
scream. 
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The stranger set off at fall speed, and before the 
blow had ceased to ring, Marston stood between 
Sally and the Squire. 

*^ You hoary-headed yillain I " said the schools 
master, ^'how dare yon insult this girl ?" 

"Who the are you?" cried the Squire; 

" what right have you to interfere ? " 

"The right 'that every honest man has to protect 
virtue from vice I ** 

"Virtue from vicel you hypocritical scoun- 
drel. Tm talk of virtue! Off with youl or 111 teach 
you, with my stick across your shoulders, how to 
conduct yourself in the presence of your superiors.** 

" I know my position, and that knowledge teaches 
me that you are my inferior as a man." 

The Squire raised his stick ; Sally recommenced 
screaming; but Marston grasped the uplifted arm 
and held it motionless ; then with all the calmness 
he could muster, said : " I am the younger and the 
stronger man ; unless you return home instantly, 111 
thrash you within an inch of your life." 

The Squire believed him, turned round, and set 
off for the Hall. 

Strange feelings mingled that moment in Sally's 
breast. The man whom she then least wislied to see 
had come to her rescue ; not that she feared the gal- 
lantry of the Squire, but as a third party appeared 
no other alternative but to scream seemed possible. 
On the other hand, the man whom she most ad- 
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miredy stronger in his own integrity even than in his 
muscular power, feared not in her behalf to attack 
the greatest potentate she knew of. Here was real 
chivahy displayed by a knight whose arrival was 
most inopportune^ and whose interference would 
perhaps completely defeat her aim. 

^* Did that satyr attempt to kiss you, Sally ? " 

'^ Well, what if he did? When a kiss is stolen^ 
there's just as many left behind." 

"Oh, Sally, Sally, do not» I implore you, treat 
such advances so lightly." 

**Well, Mr. Marston, a joke's a joke, whoever 
plays it. Never you fear, the Squire won't harm me. 
If I hadn't had a stitch in my side, he wouldn't have 
caught me this week I know." 

" Oh I " cried Marston, in a voice trembling with 
emotion, " why do you talk in this light tone of this 
grave offence ? You must know that you can 
receive no attention from this man without compro- 
mising your character. My blood boils within me 
at the thought of what you must become if you 
listen to his lies. Tour beauty, Sally, is a fearful 
gift. Much as I love your face, I pray that it may 
be scarred and seamed, so that your soul remain 
pure. Oh, Sally, Sally! not for my sake, but for 
your own, promise me you will never return to his 
fields to work again." 

" What many faces jealousy puts on 1 " said Sally, 
tossing up her head. 
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"Jealousy!'* cried Marston, "somebody has be-' 
witched you. Why attribute a contemptible degree 
of meanness to me now, when you must know, Sally, 
that I would give all I possess, yes, even my life, if 
I could thereby insure your real good. I would 
rather that you stuck a knife through me than that 
you should talk in this light manner of this terrible 
insult. You know how I have loved and love you, 
and you trample my heart in the dust for the sake of 
this devil's smile." 

He stopped, placed his hands before his eyes, and 
sobbed piteously. Sally laid her hand upon his 
shoulder, whispering, " Don't cry, don't cry, that's a 
dear." 

The terrible paroxysm at length subsided. When 
he became calm, Sally raised herself on tiptoes and 
kissed him. 

The cottage was in sight when they parted. Next 
day Sally went as usual to the corn-field. 
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CHAPTEE XXVIII. 

Marston returned to his cottage a miserable man. 
The shadow of approaching evU chiUed his heart, 
and his mind, tortured by doubts and fears, com- 
pletely banished sleep from his bed. 

He rose at daybreak, and resolved to see his friend 
the Doctor before breakfast, as he knew him to be 
generally an early riser. 

The servant showed him at once into the den, 
where its occupier was busily engaged with pen and 
paper. 

" Half a minute, Marston, and I'm at your service. 
Meantime, read this : " — 

" Street, London, Sept. 3rd, 18 — . 

" Dear Sir, 

"The fossil yon were kind enough to send me on the 
fifteenth of last month reached me safely. At first I was dis- 
posed to consider it a concretion of the rock ; hut a more careful 
examination has led me to adopt the conclusion that it is a 
fragment of a lithodendron. 

" Hitherto the red sandstone in your neighhourhood has heen 
considered non-fossiliferous, as the great quantity of iron it con- 
tains is usually fatal to the preservation of every form of animal 
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or vegetable life. I may then consider this specimen unique, 
and shall value it accordingly. Should your explorations lead 
to any further discoveries perhaps you will have the goodness 
to inform me of them. 

" I am feithfully yours, 

'^ H. DB LA Beche." 
" Richard Haddocks, Esq." 

" There," said the Doctor, ** what do you think of 
that?" 

At that particular moment poor Marston had little 
sympathy with geology or any other science. The 
only petrifaction he was interested in was Sally Jen- 
nings's stony heart ; but he knew full well he must 
humour the eccentricities of his friend, if he wished 
to gain his point. Like a voyageur embarked on 
a sinuous stream, who sees the various windings 
before him, but knows he would not be able to reach 
his goal sooner by dragging his boat in a straight 
line across the land to avoid the bends in the river, 
so Marston perceived he must fain float with the 
current. 

" What do you think of that letter ? " again asked 
the Doctor. 

" To what does it refer ? " said Marston. 

" Oh, don't you know the story. I must tell you 
then. For a long time past I have been on the look- 
out for fossils in the old red sandstone in this 
locality, and for many years I have searched in vain. 
I have . examined every quarry, scrambled for days 
round the clififs, and never discovered a trace of one. 
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Indeed, I had began to concur in the common 
opinion that the iron present in the stone had oblite- 
rated every trace of the flora of that period, and had 
almost abandoned the quest, when, a few weeks 
ago, as I was riding near St. Amulph's, I found a 
new quarry opened by Gteorge Atwell, who is about 
building a homestead. Of course, I began to exa- 
mine the rock, and the quarryman asked me what I 
was looking for. ' Fossils/ said L * I don't think as 
any of these stones will do for sills,* says he. * They 
won't hold together enough for that ; but I tell you 
what, here's a curis thing I found ; ' and he produced 
a piece of stone, bent in a curve, about as large and 
long as a man's arm. ^ It's no use to me,' said he. 
So I handed him a shilling, and brought it home. 
Convinced it was a fragment of one of the club 
mosses incidental and antecedent to the coal mea- 
sures, I forwarded it to the President of the Geo- 
logical Society, whose answer you have read. Inter- 
esting, is it not? But what is very remarkable 
is, there are no other traces of fossils in the 
quarry." 

" Just so," said Marston. 

**Why just so? On the contrary, I argue that 
the conditions favourable to the preservation of one 
specimen having been found to exist, it is only fair 
to suppose that others also may be discovered. 
However, so far, this one which I have been instru- 
mental in preserving remains the sole representative 
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of the vegetation of the old red formation in thiis 
locality. Tou see, Marston, how the humblest people 
can at times contribute to the general amount of 
scientific knowledge." 

'* Yes," said the schoolmaster. 

Marston felt like a young man in the presence of 
his intended's father, waiting for a fitting time to 
commence the story of his love and the statement of 
his prospects, before he can hope to gain his consent 
to marry his daughter. 

The old gentleman no longer understands the 
ardour of youth, possibly feels no particular interest 
in the narrative he is about to listen to, and utterly 
refuses to curtail his oft-repeated prophecy of the 
coming ruin of the country, unless the minister 
adopts his, Mr. Arcott's, views. He sees how one 
concession encourages another demand, how one 
reform necessitates another alteration, until by 
degrees the glorious fabric of the British Consti- 
tution, sapped by repeated assaults, falls like the 
temple of the Philistines on friends and foes. 

Albert listens decorously, fills in the pauses with 
appropriate negatives or approvals, until finally, in 
despair, he sacrifices politeness to his own impa- 
tience, and breaks in on Mr. ArQott's declamation, 
with **I wish to have a few words with you, sir, 
when you are at leisure." 

" Sorry to interrupt you. Doctor," said Marston, 
" but I want your advice." 
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^ Any pretty girl broke her arm again ? " said the 
Doctor, with a smile, 

"Not your professional advice, but your counsel 
as a friend, if I may use the word." 

" it, man, why not ? I certainly hold you to 

be one of my friends, and why shouldn't I be one 
of yours ? " 

" Thanks, Doctor, and now for my story. A per- 
son holding a good position in Arcadia, undoubtedly 
my superior in rank, has come between me and her 
I love. She could only be his leman — she might be 
my wife ; what should I do to prevent my misery 
and her destruction ? " 

" Until I know a little more of the history 1 can 
hardly advise you. Firstly, I must ask you how 
you stand with the young lady herself. Are you her 
accepted lover?" 

" Not exactly. In fact, I am neither accepted nor 
rejected ; but I have never yet banished every hope 
of success." 

" Then, as a matter of fact, you have no special 
right to protect." 

^ Yes, as a friend." 

** That's not what I mean. The girl is, as I under- 
stand, unpledged, and, therefore, free to do as she 
chooses. Am I right ? " 

" Unhappily, yes." 

" Then you can either remonstrate vrith her, or 
put her parents on their guard." 
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" They are too poor to interfere," said Marston ; 
'' poor in purse and spirit, and I don't suppose they 
would really object to an illicit engagement between 
their daughter and the peraou in questioiL" 

" But the girl herself ? " said the Doctor. 

"Is, I tliink, bewitched," replied Marston; "as 
thousands are under such circumstances, who, flat* 
tered by the triumph of attractn^g a lover £rom a 
higher sphere, forego every duty to Ib^oome a toy/* 

"Well, my good fellow, it seems to be a race 
between virtue on the one hand and riches on the 
other ; and if the object of your affections is really 
free to choose, I fear you will hardly come in a 
winner." 

" Surely, Doctor, you don't mean to defend such 
practices as these I denounce on the part of this 
person ? " 

" Of course, man," replied the Doctor; ^ if you 
ask me as a moralist what is right, there can be no 
doubt about my answer. But, as' I understand, you 
want me to advise you as to the course of action 
you should adopt. Am I mistaken ?" 

"No!" 

" If the case were mine I should cudgel the brute 
whenever I came across him. K he summoned 
you, you would expose him ; and as none but the 
brave deserve the fair, you might get rewarded here- 
after. Firstly, though, you should endeavour to ascer- 
tain if you have any ultimate chance of success with 
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the young lady, otherwise your labour would be in 



yam. 



*' And supposing I found my wishes hopeless, 
what then ? " 

** That's a matter of taste," said the Doctor, " K 
you want revenge, you can gratify it by the applin 
cation of an oaken towel ; but if the lady is deter- 
mined to shirk you, any effort you might make 
would be useless.'* 

^^ Am I then, Doctor, to sit quietly down and see. 
one of the fairest of God's creatures destroyed, whom 
I love more than my own soul ? Never ! " 

'' Ah 1" said the Do6tor, shrugging his shOulderef, 
*' that's always the way with a man who wants 
advice. If you agree with his foregone conclusions, 
your counsel is valuable; if you differ from him, 
your opinion is not worth a bawbee." 

^^ Place yourself in my positicm," said Marston, 
^^ and tell me how you would act. Imagine yourself 
passionately in love with a young, virtuous, intelli- 
gent, and beautiful girl, who had received your 
advances sometimes favourably, at other times with 
a degree of indifference^ yet who never leadi you to 
suppose that success is impossible. Then fancy, just 
when your hopes are highest, a rich and powerful 
man, socially your superior, becomes attracted by 
the charms that have fSstscinated you, and endeavours 
to effect the ruin of the girL" 

^' Hang H, Marston, I, can't put myself in your 
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shoes, because it is impossible for me to experience 
the feeling that blinds your judgment ; but as a man 
possessed of ordinary common sense, I should adVise 
you to warn the girl of the character of her admirer 
and the nature of his attentions^ and then if with her 
eyes open she prefers to be the mistress of a rich 
man rather than your wife — ^hang me I she is not 
worth caring for. Nay, more, I should consider you 
well rid of a bad bargain. Nevertheless,* I pity you, 
my good fellow, with all my heart, but I very much 
fear your case is beyond my physic** 

Marston looked gloomily at the floor, and after a 
long pause he said, " Don^t you consider it diabolical 
conduct on the part of this man, deliberately to seek 
the ruin and misery of two persons who never injured 
him?" 

" Are you sure," said the Doctor, " that this indi- 
vidual's intentions are such as you suppose, and is 
he really aware that you are a suitor of this young 
giri?" 

" The latter is, I believe, common rumour, and 
I am sure he must have heard of it ; as to the former 
question I can only answer, that a man who haa 
always been immoral, who has the reputation of ruin- 
ing many women, is not likely to have any idea of 
dealing honourably with a peasant-girl." 

Here the vision of Oriana crossed the Doctor*g 
mind ; and the idea of any one attempting to rob him 
of that head of golden hair, awoke more earnest sym- 
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pathy in Marston's narrative. " Who is the person 
you refer to ? " said he. 

*' Tour brother, Doctor." 

" My brother I Tou are joking, surely ?" 

** No, no, no ! " cried Marston. 

" Bless my soul 1" said the Doctor, "what's come 
oyer him ? And the girl's name ? ** 

" Sally Jennings." 

" Do you mean to say that John is making love 
to pretty Sally, and trying to cut you out ?" 

« Yes." 

" It's infamous, *on my word ! 'tis scandalous 1 I 
should have thought John had enough affairs of this 
kind on hand already. He is mad on this subject, I 
beUeve. But what can be done, you ask ? I'll talk 
to him, Marston ; but I assure you when I do so, it 
wiU be the first time I have ever alluded to his 
doings. I've no patience with him I Especially at 
his time of life, he ought to know better. His con- 
duct is unworthy of a man. I'll speak to him, 
Marston — I'll speak to him — perhaps this very 
morning. Good-bye 1 Don't be down-hearted! I 
am really sorry for you.'* 

" Thank you, very much. Doctor," said Marston. 
^^ I am so thankful that I came over here this mom- 
mg. Good-bye I". 

The break&st-bell rang. The Doctor descended 
to the green parlour. 

** I wish you'd come out shooting to-day, Richard,". 
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S6tid the Squire, who, attired in a light brown-hoUand 
coat and cords, was equipped for an expedition. 
against the partridges. 

" Not to-day, John ; Fve game of my own to 
kiU." 

*' It's a great pity you don't come out; there 
are lots of birds, more thtm enough for two guns.' 
Change your mind I " 

"Can't! thank you I" 

The Doctor felt embarrassed. He had made up 
his mind to have an explanation with his brother, but 
hardly knew how to commence. As a general rule 
men are more than usually tenacious of opinions that 
are open to question, and are most solicitous to 
justify their doubtful actions, which they feel admit 
of criticism ; and bearing this in mind, the Doctor 
prepared for a row. 

" John," said he, " I have heard a little story 
about you, which I should like you to contradict.'* 

"What is it?" 

" It is said you have been paying marked atten- 
tions to Sally Jennings, and as you know that Mar- 
ston has been courting her a long time, I thought 
I would ask you for an explanation, because I cannot 
suppose that you would knowingly and designedly 
destroy the happiness of even a country school- 
master." 

" Eichard," said the Squire, " you and I have lived, 
together a long time very pleasantly, and I have no 
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doubt half the secret of our agreement lies in the 
fact that each of us has attended to his own businesfir 
and left the other to take care of himself. I think 
we cannot change our system f<H* a better one^ and 
I would suggest that we try no olher." 

** Far be it from me/' said the Doctor, " to offer 
any unnecessary interference^ but iacts have come to 
my knowledge that I cannot feel justified in con-^ 
coaling from you. For instance, this young girl, if 
not engaged to be married, at least has the oppor* 
tunity of making a most suitable match ; but if you 
continue to follow her and waylay her on stiles and 
stepping-stones, you will ruin the girl's character 
and inflict a grieyous injury as well on a very de« 
serving though very humble member of society.'* 

" Oh !" shouted the Squire, " that vagabond Mar- 
ston has been pumping you full of lies; and yo\i 
would like me to spare his feelings, eh? So far 
from that being a plea, I tell you I would go out of 
my way to kick that fellow over." 

" You're mad, John ! '* said the Doctor, imperfectly 
succeeding in maintaining his composure. 

" Eichard," replied his brother, " don't let us 
quarrel ; but you must understemd that I won't be 
dictated to by any person.** 

^ Nor am I to be intimidated," cried the Doctor, 
" from speaking the truth, however unpalatable it 
may be to you, and once more I appeal to you as a 
gentleman to leave this girl alone." 
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The Squire rang the belL The footman entered. 
<* Is the pony saddled?" 

** Tea, sir." 

^^ Send the lunch to meet me in the Home Park 
Meadow at one o'clock." 

« Yes, sir." 

Without exchanging another word with his brother, 
the great man set off on his shooting excursion. 

Something very like an oath hissed through the 
Doctor's lips before John was well out of hearing. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

1'he Doctor rode over that evening to the school- 
room after the scholars had gone home. 

Marston was still sitting at his desk reading, when 
the noise of horse's feet struck on his ear, and before 
lie anticipated the arrival of a visitor, the Doctor 
Stood before him. He looked eagerly in his firiend's 
face, but he read nothing there. The Doctor did not 
carry his heart in his eyes ; not that he was the less 
sincere because he could wear a mask — but he helii 
that the world has nothing to do with the inner life 
of its members, and he refused to gratify the curiosity 
of the inquisitive. 

« Still hard at work, Marston?" 

" No," said the schoolmaster ; " I am enjoying a 
little recreation." 

" Got hold of a good work of fiction ? " said the 
Doctor. 

" Wrong again — I have been reading the Word of 
Truth." 

"What's that?'* 
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"The Bible." 

" Whew ! " whistled the Doctor ; " still in bondage^ 
th4n?" 

** I don't understand you." 

" Oh, I thought you had got beyond that book ; 
that, in fact, the demonstrated truths of science had 
taught you to reject everjrthmg as necessary to be 
believed unless it is capable of standing the test of 
reason." 

" I have not sunk to the depths of that abyss yet," 
said Marston, with a melancholy air: ^^ those who 
have little on earth have more reason to look for an 
inheritance hereafter." 

" What part of the Testament were you reading ? " 

" As you came in I was pondering on the last verse 
of John's First Epistle : * Little children keep yom> 
selves from idols. Amen/ " 

" You've not set up a graven image, I suppose ? " 
said the Doctor ; " so I don't see how the text applies 
to you." 

*^ No, not a graven image," said Marston : " but aa 
idol, nevertheless." 

"Sally Jennings?" 

" Even so, I fear." 

"And so you are content to resign her now on 
Divine authority ? " 

" Do not scoff, Doctor, I implore : you have ever 
been my friend. If, unhappily, you cannot agree 
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with me, please remember that my opinions are the 
result of conyiction." 

** Very well," said the Doctor; "but don't forget 
to extend to me the same latitude you claim for 
yourself. I admit my digestion is weak ; but bedause 
you have a strong stomach don't suppose that I can 
swallow the load of orthodoxy which you assimilate 
so easily." After a brief pause, he continued — ^^ I 
have bad news for you. My brother will not listen 
to my remonstrances." 

** You do not surprise me," said Marston. 

"The Doctor expected a torrent of indignation, 
and was rather perplexed at Marston's calm reply. 

" You take the matter more coolly than I should," 
said he. 

** Wrath will not assist me," said Marston. 

" I am glad," replied the Doctor, coldly, " that you 
can pause to reason: it's a symptom that the dis* 
temper is breaking." 

** Don't judge me harshly," said Marston, with a 
mournful smile. " Mine has not been a happy life ; 
as yet, I have never longed for anything but it has 
been denied me ; and, when I am most anxious to 
obtain some particular wish, I have, by bitter experi- 
ence, been taught to prepare for disappointment. 
Nevertheless, I should be very glad if you will give 
me your advice." 

" I confess," said the Doctor, " for once in my life, 
I agree with the oracle : * Keep yourself from idols ' 
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— ^in other words, let your pretty friend do as she 
likes. Ton can't make a girl love you ; and in pro- 
portion as ygu manifest indifference towards her, if 
there be any lurking regard for you, a little apparent 
neglect will develop it. Hang it I there are plenty 
of girls in the world as good-looking as SaUy — so 
don't despair ! " 

Marston held his peace. 

** Ton mv word," the Doctor continued, ** men are 
wonderful fools in staking their peace of mind on the 
fickle sunshine of a woman's smile. In starting in 
Kfe, every proper man should ally himself to some 
science or art ; then, wh^i he has a solid foundation 
on which to rest his hi^iness, he may, if he chooses, 
supplement his life with a pretty ^vife, who, in a 
secondary capacity, might be really an acquisition. 
Pm truly sorry I can't help you ; but I still hope 
everything will turn out for the best • Good after- 
noon." 

The echoes of the horses footsteps had scarcely 
died away before Marston set out for the cottage, 
resolved to have a final explanation with SaUy. He 
found her at home preparing supper for her mother, 
who had not returned from her day's work ; she her- 
,self had been unwell, and had remained at home that 
'afternoon. 

" Oh, Mr. Marston, is that you ! " exclaimed Sally, 
as the former walked into the cottage. 
Where is your mother ? *' 






A WOMAN AGAINST THE WORLD, 271 

•*A-field, binding." 

** Are you very busy ?" 

"Not particularly." 

" Will you walk out with me for a quarter of an 
hour ? — ^I want to talk to you." 

"Sally put on an old straw bonnet by way of 
answer^ and followed Marston. 

" Let us walk down by the brook." 

"Wherever you please." 

" I won't beat about the bush," said Marston ; " we 
have known each other too long for that. Haven't 
we, Sally?" ^ 
I should hope so." 

Without further -preface, then, let me tell you 
that my fete is in your keeping. It rests with you to 
give me something to live for, or to render my life 
unhappy." 

"Your happiness is not in my gift," said Sally. 
** else you should have it." 

"Don't mock me with such unmeaning words. 
You know a great deal better. Your conscience tells 
you that> during the past few weeks only, your con- 
duct and feeling towards me have changed. Ever 
siQce the fatal morning when you went harvesting in 
John Maddocks's fields, you have behaved very dif- 
ferently to me; and, I believe, you are going to 
throw me overboard, so that, without let or hindrance, 
you may plunge into a career that will soon deprive 
you of heaven and earth. Qh ! for the love of the 
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Holy One, Sally, I implore you to stop. Indeed, my 
love is not selfishness altogether ; for, since I met you 
last night, I have endured agonies in contemplating 
your destiny. I cannot ofifer you wealth or rank; 
but I can give you as good or a better home than 
your father's ; and, together, we might lead a life to 
be envied by the great Do not refuse me Sally I " 

The young girl remained silent 

Marston continued. " I believe I love you so un- 
selfishly that, if I thought you could be happy as the 
vnfe of another, I would relinquish all hope of winning 
you. But now, not only this world, but the world 
to come, is in the scale, and you seem indifferent to 
the issue ; while my reason is almost leaving me» 
as I reflect that you may soon be the victim of that 
wily old sinner at the Hall." 

"And is this your opinion of me?" said Sally ; 
" and would you make a wife of the girl who, accord- 
ing to your belief, is ready to sell her soul for gain ? 
Truly you flatter me ! " 

" No ! no ! " cried Marston, passionately. " I know 
your intentions are good; but you know not what 
you have to contend with. You cannot estimate the 
force of evil. It comes in upon the heart like a 
flood, and the strong, and the great, and the pure 
have been swept away by it, and will again and 
again be swept into the abyss. Hear me — ^hear me 
for once ! " 

'' Mr. Marston," said Sally, '' I love you ! Don't 
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start ! But I respect you even more ; and, because I 
both respect and love you, I utterly and entirely 
refuse to become your wife. I confess I did not 
think so once ; but I would give anything if I could 
marry you. Now, it is impossible. Your life is sur- 
roimded by a crown of pure light, such as the angels 
wear, which removes you from common men as far 
as the heaven is above the earth. Still, it is light 
like the moonlight, which renders the shadows 
darker. I am the shadow; but I will not be the 
shadow of your life. I canH explain what I mean : 
time will show. One thing, though, I will tell you, 
Mr. Haddocks shall never have the laugh over me." 

Sally stopped, and, flinging both arms round 
Marston's neck, kissed him, and cried bitterly. As 
soon as she regained her composure, she said, in a 
low, soft voice — " May all good spirits keep you ; and, 
sooner or later, may some true woman know how 
worthy you are to be loved ! " 

She paused for a minute, and then said, in deep, 
earnest tones — "When the world judges me as it 
will judge me, think kindly of me, and you will think 
truly. I am not altogether that which I must ap- 
pear to be. But my tongue is tied." 

K Sally really loved Marston suflSciently to marry 
him, why did she prefer the attentions vf the Squire, 
whom she could only pretend to love? Had she not 
suflScient confidence in the former to believe that, 
were she to confide her history to him, he would pity 
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her and bind up her broken heart? Undoubtedly 
he would do all this; bat he would do more; he 
would, if the fects were laid before him, drag Jones 
to justice. 

Thus loyalty to her promise was one motive which 
induced her to refuse his offer. There was another 
consideration ; she no longer believed herself to be 
worthy of the schoolmaster. He was in her eyes an 
angel of light ; she was, in her own estimation, a fallen. . 
woman. Once her true character should be known^ 
nothing could bridge over the chasm that separated 
their natures ; even his condonation would be a source 
to her of secret self-reproach. That pure unblamable 
Ufe, outwardly and inwardly, insuring the respect of 
her acquaintance, while possessing a conscience void 
of offence, was in her belief no longer attainable. 

She had played for love and lost. She would next 
stake all upon ambition. The finger of scorn would 
soon be pointed at her (her spirit fired at the thought) ; 
she would live to triumph over her enemies; those 
who sneered should yet be made to curtsy in her 
presence. 

Not mere vulgar ambition animated her mind; 
but the wild feverish longing to obtain a woman's 
victory. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 

For some weeks past Milkwort had been very poorly ; 
and although his wife had many valuable recipes, 
none of her mixtures had any other effect on him 
except to make him weaker. Ground ivy had been 
tried. Gallons of an infusion of wild hemp had been 
swallowed by the patient, without advantage to his 
health. Other herbs and weeds had been employed 
in vain. Mrs. Milkwort's elixir mtcBy composed of 
what she termed oi^gimy, baulm, wild thyme, and 
dandelion, had been boiled dowa with honey, then 
bottled with the addition of a little yeasty and drunk 
by her husband when it was in a state of fermentar 
tion ; but no good result followed. 

At last the farmer suggested, as he was not getting 
better, 'twould be well to consult the Woman of 
Whitelock MiU, who possessed wonderful old books, . 
which she couldn't read any more than a modem 
Parsee can understand '^Zend." 

Most medical meti now-a-days require a personal 
interview with their patients. Not so the Woman of 



276 A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 

Whitelock Mill ; she could prescribe for any person 
without seeing him or her ; and, strange to say, her 
success was equally great with those who sent mes- 
sengers and those who consulted her in person. 

Milkwort was far too ill to go himself; so his wife 
undertook the visit for him. 

After the usual greetings the Eestorer-of-health 
obtained the following account of her patient's symp- 
toms. 

" He can't sleep at nights, and his ^ fit ' and legs is 
that swelled he can't hardly get his stockings on. 
And his breath is awful bad; he most chucks at 
times, and he's never easy only as he's sitting in the 
airm-chair." 

"Oh," said the Doctoress, "I've knowed many 
worse than him that I've cured. His anklers and the 
necks of his feet is puffed up, and the bags of his 
legs as big as a tidy woman's waist, and there's a 
disprate itching in his heels : to say nothin' o' the 
wind in his stomach and great pain all through his 
body whenever he tries to lie down. — I see exactly 
how he is. Now, part of the medicine as he wants 
grows in your garden, and part is in this house ; and 
I'll get some ready agen the afternoon." 
But I wants to go home immediately." 
Then you must go without your physic. Ton 
don't think that I'm like the druggist shops, keepin' 
everything ready that suits nobody's complaint ? " 

" Well, I hope you won't keep me longer than you 
can help." 
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" III try to be ready for you by two o'clock." 

Mrs. Milkwort went out for a stroll, and the 
Doctoreas set about preparing her dinner, as the 
medicine was already in store. 

The farmer's wife returned at the appointed hour, 
and received a pint bottle of a brown mixture to be 
taken thrice daily, a teaspoonfiil at a time in a cup 
of warm water. 

*^ When you goes home, Mrs. Milkwort," said the 
Doctoress, " gether a good basinful of black snails, 
peel 'em, stamp 'em well with bay salt and the juice 
of three onions, and lay the poultice twice a day to 
his feet. You must also take a handful of spearmint 
and wormwood, bruise 'em well, and put 'em into a 
quart o' cream, then boil all together till it comes to 
oil, strain it, and rub the swellins with it gently 
night and momin. In a fortnight's time come and 
see me agen. But whatever you do, mind as Mr. 
Milkwort takes the physic." 

" What's your charge, mum ? " 

"Fiveshniins." 

Mrs. Milkwort produced a halfcrown, a shilling, 
two sixpences, and the remainder of the fee in pence, 
and nobly discharged the debt. 

That night many of the great cabbages had rest, 
for some scores of their parasites had been sacrificed 
to make the all-important poultice for dropsy. Milk- 
wort was rather sceptical as to the result ; but was 
much comforted by his wife's account of her inter- 
view. 
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"People may say what they hOkes," said Mrs. 
Milkwort; "but I speaks as I find, and she told 
all about you, the very same as if you was telling 
yourself how bad you was." 

« In regard o' that," said MUkwort, « Pve heeid 
many sayin' the same thing, and indeed some o' these 
old women knows more than all the doctors put 
together." 

"Ay, ay," rejoined his wife, "doctors is all very 
well in towns where there's nothin' but streets ; but 
in the coimtry where there's herbs growih' in every 
hedge, give me somebody as knows their vartue, and 
the doctors may go to Jiricho for me." 

Strange to say, Milkwort did not improve so 
rapidly as he expected. "The physic," he said, 
" must be doin' some good, because 'twas so strong," 
and the snails ought to have proved efficacious, be- 
cause their application involved so much dirt; but 
at the end of a fortnight, when Mrs. Milkwort paid 
another visit to the Woman of Whitelock Mill, she 
was obliged to confess that her husband was "no 
better." 

" Just as I thought," said the Doctoress with a 
smile, " if he'd been better by this time, I should 
have given up all hopes of a regler cure ; but now I 
see he's going on as nice as ninepence. And now 
'tis time to change his physic. Take two oimces of 
horseradish-roots, slice 'em the long way as thin as 
you can, and mind you cuts 'em down the same 
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way as the root grows, then the same weight of 
sweet fennel-roots chopped, and their seeds beaten. 
P'raps you haven't got the seeds, but I have. Then 
you must take a handful of the tops of thyme, 
winter savory, sweet marjoram, water-cresses and 
nettle-tops — wipe 'em and cut 'em small. Boil all 
together in three pints of spring-wat^r and a bottle 
of sherry wine, till half is gone ; then let it settle 
and strain it, and put to it nine ounces of the syrup 
of five roots, and take a wine-glass fasting every 
morning, and again at three in the afternoon. I'll 
give you some pills, and your husband must take 
three every night." 

"But I can't mind all this receipt," said Mrs. 
Milkwort 

The Doctoress repeated it, once, twice, thrice, then 
Mrs. Milkwort en/deavoured to follow her, and after 
a few unsuccessful attempts she succeeded in learn- 
ing the lesson. 

"But where shall I have syrup of five roots 
from?" 

"Oh! I keep it always," said the Doctoress; 
" but I must tell you, mum," said she, " that it's not 
every body I'd give this receipt to. Only I knows 
you've got a little turn yourself for the doctorin' 
line, and I am't like the doctors keepin' every thing 
to myself and lettin' nobody else know, for fear some- - 
body might be cured without helping to fill their 
pockets. No, that's not my way." 
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Mrs. Milkwort had to launch out ten shillings for 
medicine and advice, and of course valued it in pro- 
portion to the sum it cost her. 

When the farmer understood there was a grand 
brew being prepared for him, his spirits rose, and his 
faith in the compound increased in the same ratio as 
the number of the ingredients ; and for the next few 
days he believed this confidence to be well grounded, 
as some of the most distressing symptoms of his case 
became less painful. 

** I think," said he to his wife, " I shall be about 
again afore all the wheat's sowed. 'Tis a shocking 
thing to be tied up here just at harvest time, as if 
there was not plenty o' other days in the year to be 
sick in. when there isn't much to do." 

" It's alius the way," replied Mrs. Milkwort. *' I 
never knew nothing go wrong at the right time in 
all my bom days. The cow as gives the best bucket 
o' milk, is the most likely one to kick it over. If 
ever a horse is took bad, 'tis just when you're sowing 
com. If ever a dairymaid wants to get married 
'tis always in cheese-makin' time. 'Tisn't one in a 
million can walk a chalk line even if 'twas marked 
out for him." 

" In regard o' dairymaids," said Milkwort, " have 
you heerd anything o' Sally lately ? " 

" Ay, the nasty slut, she's tryin' to make a fool of 
the Squire, so I hears." 

" Don't tell a lie ! " 
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" No, it's gospel truth I'm tellin' you," said Mrs. 
Milkwort. " You med ask old Betty. She's as proud 
about it as a pig that has rubbed the ring out of his 
nose. But she'll laugh the other side of her mouth 
soon I'll be bound, and that afoijB she's much older." 

"Don't you be hard on Betty or Sally," said 
Milkwort, " there's worse in the world than them." 

"Now," said Mrs. Milkwort, raising her voice, 
" don't you go and put me in a passion now by 
praisin' up that good-for-nothin' lot ! " 

The farmer was too feeble to contend ; and his 
wife put a stop to farther conversation on the subject 
of her discarded handmaid, by administering to her 
husband another dose of the mixture. • 

The next day was Sunday, and after chapel in the 
evening, Mr. Jones called to see his friend. He was 
so much struck with his altered appearance, that 
before he left he called Mrs. Milkwort aside, and said, 

" Has he made his will ? " 

*^ No ! " cried Mra Milkwort, in an excited key ; 
"do you think there's much the matter, Mr. Jones?'* 

" I don't wish to frighten you, ma'am ; but if I were 
you, I would send for some medical man to-morrow 
without fail. If you wish me to speak to him about 
his temporal affairs, I will gladly do so to-morrow." 

Doctor Maddocks was called in, and after a length- 
ened examination pronounced his case hopeless. 
" What are you giving him by way of physic, Mrs. 
MUkwort?" 
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" Nothing much, sir." 

** Yes," said the Doctor, " that's the name of the 
stuff I've no doubt ; nevertheless I want to see the 
mixture." 

The bottle was handed to him. 

" Unless you wish to send your husband out of the 
world before his time, throw all this stuff on the 
dunghill, immediately," said the Doctor. "Milk- 
wort must not be allowed a particle more liquid than 
is absolutely necessary to keep him from dying of 
thirst." 

The next day Jones called to see the sufferer ; and 
after he had sat a little time, Mrs. Milkwort dis- 
creetly left the room, 

" You're fortunate, my friend, in having such a 
nurse as your wife," said Jones. 

" She alius was a tidy sort o' a woman," replied 
her husband. 

" A wife," cojitinued the preacher, ** is one of the 
Lord's best gifts ; indeed, of temporal gifts, I should 
say it was the chiefest. A helpmate in work, a 
companion at all times, a comfort in trouble, and 
a nurse in sickness. She ought to be used kindly ; 
considered before every one — and valued more than 
the wealth of the Indies ; and I feel bound to say, 
that when all this is done, the husband is still a 
debtor. But dear me, how few there be who know 
how to appreciate her value, and estimate her worth 1 
When young and comely, the man is pleased with 
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her ; when ripened into matured womanhood he feels 
her use and happy influence in his household, he 
may perhaps be kind, and even affectionate during 
life ; but how few there are who show their affection 
after life is past ! Some small jointure or petty 
annuity is all the wife gets as her reward for years 
of toil, trouble, and forbearance. It's a shame ! for 
what would become of the earnings of a man, if a 
woman did'nt take care of 'em ?" 

There was a long pause. The preacher thought he 
had gone far enough. The invalid shut his mouth 
tight, and breathed stertorously ; he anticipated the 
question that trembled on Jones's lips, but he re- 
solved he would not answer it till driven into a 
comer. Like many ignorant men he thought that 
to make his will would be tantamount to signing his 
death-warrant. Indeed he felt convinced that he 
could not survive the completion of the instrument: 
it would cause the disruption of his nervous system, 
and death would immediately ensue. 

The silence lasted some minutes, when the farmer 
reopened the conversation by stating that he ex- 
pected to be able to superintend the wheat-sowing in 
person. " The boys, Mr. Jones, alius sows too thick, 
if they 're left alone. I likes plenty o' seed myself, 
but not over and above. When 'tis too thick the 
blades chucks one another, and the com can't gether 
in the ground. I likes to see it gether well; and 
'twill gether too, if the land's strong, when 'tisn't 
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over and above thick. Come what may, I must see 
'em sow the wheat. A deal depends on a good seeds- 
man, Mr. Jones. I likes to put it half under and 
half over in twelve-voor ridges — ^that's the way it 
comes best, to my thinkin'." 

" And after seed-time comes * first the blade, then 
the ear, after that the fall com in the ear; but when 
the fruit is brought forth, immediately he putteth 
in the sickle, because the harvest is come.' Grood 
morning," said the preacher, rising with a lugubrious 
countenance ; " I will caU again to-morrow." 

" What did he say to you ? " whispered Mrs. Milk- 
wort, as her friend and coadjutor came down stairs. 

" I couldn't get him to allude to the subject," re- 
plied Jones. "He insists on believing in his re- 
covery." 

" Lord a' marcy ! " said the widow in passe^ " how 
blind we be to read the finger-posts that points the 
right road." 

When she returned to the invalid he cried out 
peevishly, " Eub my heels, Nancy ; they be itching 
Hke fire." 

She immediately complied with his request, re- 
marking as she did so, " Oh ! how your poor legs is 
swelled ! " 

Mrs. Milkwort lacked nothing in practical kindness 
to her husband. The most menial oflSces she per- 
formed cheerfully ; any little delicacy he fancied she 
procured for him, and even put the rein on her tongue 
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in his presence. Sentiment and refined feeling were 
unknown to her. Her husband was afflicted with 
mortal disease: why blink the fact? Death would 
come no sooner because his victim was prepared to 
. meet him. The invalid's strong yearning for health 
that had passed away — the unwearied interest he 
took in the farm, which he must know he was about 
to quit for ever — were evidences of absurd weakness 
for which she had little pity. When neighbours came 
in to see the sick man, she spoke of his ailments in 
his presence as if he were quite unconscious of her 
observations. When the Doctor put setons in his 
feet to draw off the death-flood gathering there, and 
the patient expressed his satisfaction at the relief 
derived from the operation, "Ah! but then," she 
said, " it's only temp'ry ease, and the water 's risin' 
very fast ; he can't sleep a morsel, only as he dozes 
in the airm-chair." 

Milkwort winced now and then ; nevertheless he 
was convinced in his own mind that this unnecessary 
candour of his wife proceeded from no heartlessness, 
but from the natural love which the Arcadians have 
for the horrible — the love which prompts them to 
walk miles to see a corpse streaked, or a wounded 
limb dressed, or a funeral performed, or, if they have 
the chance, a man hung. 

Jones had called once, twice, thrice, but the farmer 
avoided the subject of his wiU. 

This pertinacity on the part of her husband at last 
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began to distress Mrs. Milkwort, and she feared she 
would " be put upon her thirds " — an arrangement 
highly unsatisfactory to her, especially as her pru- 
dence and skilful dairy management had contributed 
in no small degree to his success. One evening she 
was standing' by his side, and, turning to her^ Milk- 
wort said,— 

'^ Wilt thee try and help me to stand a bit ? I gets 
so tired sittmg down," 

Placing her arms beneath his, she succeeded in 
accomplishing his wish ; but no sooner did the bloated 
feeble legs feel the weight of the body, eyen reduced 
as it was, than they became so painful that he would 
have fallen but for her support 

" It's no use, Nancy," said he ; " put me to sit down." 

She also seated herself beside him, and burst out 
crying. The slumbering memories of forgotten ten- 
dernesses were called to life by this unusual display 
of emotion on the part of his wife. His mind re- 
called the scenes of early days, when he treated bis 
sweetheart to ale and gingerbread in May Fair, and 
bought nuts and ribbons till his money was expended. 
He was a fine lad then, and she a bonny maid, bright 
of eye and blooming of cheek. She was the steady 
matron now, and he — ^ah ! terrible thought, when he 
had cattle and sheep in abundance, money at inte- 
rest, and a balance in the bank — ^was about to be 
called away before the day had arrived when he 
meant to take his ease. 
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** Art thee sony to lose me, Nancy? " 

"Ay, indeed, more than tongue can tell; and 
you 're going, Henry, to leave me to the marcy o' 
the world. What we have helped each other to get 
together somebody else must spend." 

A slight revulsion of feeling made the sluggish 
blood mount in his veins for a moment. The spasm 
soon passed, and when he had regained his composure 
he said, 

" In regard o' that, I never meant to forget thee ; 
but I have been thinkin' in case I got better I might 
wish to make another will, if I was to make one now ; 
and that would be expense and trouble for nothing. 
But I'm most thinking as how my voor is just 
finished. I think I can see the land's-end closer 
and closer every day ; and if it is to be done, why, 
you see, it may as well be done at once; and if 
you'll send for Marston or Mr. Jones, we'll do it to- 
morrow." 

The morrow came, and brought its sunshine and 
the preacher. Milkwort had made up his mind what 
to do, and no persuasion of Jones could alter his 
views. He bequeathed his property between his 
wife and son in equal proportions, except the stock 
and crop and interest in the farm, which he left to 
the latter. 

Jones urged that Mrs. Milkwort was entitled to the 
moiety of the whole of her husband's goods, and that 
she would have two thousand pounds less than her 
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son according to this will ; and having contributed to 
mako his wealth, she ought at least to have half of 
everything — ^indeed it was due to her worth, her 
virtue, and industry. 

** Nobody 's got a higher opinion o' my wife than 
myself," said the farmer ; " but you know, Mr, Jones, 
the best of women is only a woman after all ; and 
'tis never well to put too much responsibility upon a 
woman ; they ani't fit for to carry burdens any more 
than hogs. In the first place their backs is weak, 
and then they^re that obstinate you can do nothing 
with directing 'em." 

Whether the last observation was meant to apply 
to swine or the softer sex, the speaker did not explain. 

Half of life is a compromise in some form or other— 
in business, pleasure, or conduct. Set afloat a cask 
of wine in tlio ocean, sooner or later the bitter sea- 
water will difli)lace some portion of its contents. If 
it were possible to reverse tlie experiment, and place 
a cask of sea-water in an ocean of wine, there would 
ere long be a partial interchange of substances ; 
neitlier would be able to preserve its nature in its 
integrity. Whatever may be the surrounding ele- 
ment, it more or less permeates and penetrates all 
objects which it envelopes, except it be now and then 
some pure spiritual existence living either from duty 
or necessity in an atmosphere of sin. How far this ' 
law operates among the great majority of the world, 
let each one answer for himself. Happy must be 
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that man who can lay his hand upon his heart and 
say, " Mine has been no devious path. The waters 
which I have dnlnk have been ever free from im- 
purity. I have never stooped to a questionable 
action, or attempted to look at heaven and earth 
through one eye-piece." 

There is no more curious form of compromise to 
be found than in the attempts which the multitude 
make to get into heaven by a side door. What 
laughter and weeping there must be in the spirit- 
world at the rushings along thfi broad way ; and, when 
fear comes, the abrupt turnings aside into the narrow 
road until the inconvenience becomes insupportable, 
and the recalcitrants go back to their old courses 
while the weather is calm and the sea smooth, never 
altogether giving up the idea of landing safe at last ! 
Some would write of the compromises between vanity 
and the meanness necessitated by a slender purse ; 
others would speak of the compromises between 
truth and falsehood ; others of the compromises be- 
tween candour and interest in the treatment of our 
friends. A dicky is a compromise between respect- 
ability and a dirty shirt ; the first knee-breeches was 
a compromise between trousers and a waistcloth; 
whiskers are a compromise between a shaven face' 
and a beard ; going to church once a week is a com- 
promise between serving the Creator and the eviJ 
one ; and accepting with thankfulness her husband s 
i/vill was a compromise on the part of Mrs. Milkwort 

VOL. I. u 
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botween h^T thirds and the poflseasioo of a moietT 
of nil her buBband's good& 

The farmer was right After hia will was made he 
sank rapidly, and his sufferings were yery seTeie. 
He had been a brave man in his wajr in paasbig 
through life, and true to his character he was hrare 
to the last 

Whether it was faith in Grod or in the Chmxsh that 
conduced so much to his comfort and support re- 
mained a secret K he had anjr fears he concealed 
tliem. Jones could not extract any confessicm from 
him ; and was therefore disposed to think harshly of 
his chance as a candidate for heayen. 

lie spoke of his approaching end calmly. He also 
left ample directions to his son for the management 
of the &rm, detailing with great minuteness the 
method be bad intended to adopt had life been 
Hparcd to him to carry out his schemes. Steadfastly 
Irj^^king to the coming change, he at last died quietly^ 
worn out with pain and suffering, and glad to be at 
rest 
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CHAPTEE XXXL 

A NOBTH-EAST wind blew sayagely over fallow and 
field. The cattle huddled together sought belter 
behind the highest hedges, and greedily ate the 
barley-straw strewed for them on the frozen snow. 
It was a dreary yule-tide for the poor beasts, — no 
roof above them, no bedding but the frozen ground. 
Their backbones rose in ridges, and the hair of their 
hides stood on end. Only the icy puddle to drink, 
only the tasteless straw to eat. A dreary yule-tide 
for the cattle I 

• In Marston's kitchen the fire was nearly out. No 
fuel had been added since the morning. The teapot 
stood on the hob, but the water had evaporated 
hours before, leaving only the dried tea-leaves. 
Bread and butter stood upon the table, and one 
piece cut and half eaten lay on the plate. Evident^ 
the morning meal was still on the board, though it 
had scarcely been touched. The ticking of the 
clock and the purring of the cat were the only 
audible soimds, and these in the stillness sounded 
vr.n<n:i]lv Ir.iul. 



292 A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 

Beside the table sat a man with his arms folded 
on it and bis head buried in his arms ; he had main- 
tained that position almost without moving since he 
was interrupted at breakfast by a gossiping neigh- 
bour. Hour after hour passed ; the fire, unreplenished^ 
went out ; night closed ; the sleet beat against the 
window-pane ; the wind rushed in through every nook 
and cranny — the room became terribly cold — and the 
cat rolled herself into a tighter ball to escape death 
by freezing. At last the lonely occupant of the 
room appeared to J^ecome conscious of the icy tem- 
perature of the atmosphere, and of the darkness that 
surrounded him. He rose, groped to the mantel- 
piece, found the tinder-box, and struck a light. 
" The fire is out ;" he said aloud, and he at once 
commenced to kindle it ; he shook with the cold as 
it were an ague fit, and beat his arms together to 
restore circulation. 

The sticks caught fire, crackled, and sent out a 
bright flame. Marston (it was he) put on a log, and 
placing a stool close to the bars, resting his chin in 
his hands, and almost putting his knees into the fire, 
he endeavoured to get warm once more. He 
shivered, and his teeth chattered; the log threw 
out bright sparks and many-coloured flames : pussy 
appeared to be conscious of returning vitality, but 
her master still shivered, and his teeth chattered as 
visibly as before. Surely there must have been ice 
within him, as well as snow and cold winds without : 
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even when his clothes were singed he didn't feel the 
heat. As the fire-light fell on his face it revealed a 
countenance racked with mental pain. Anguish was 
written in every line, and despair had set its seal on 
his forehead. It was a dreary yide-tide for the 
schoolmaster I 

That morning a kind neighbour came in, a leer in 
his eye and a malicious smile curling his lip. He 
did not bring a' bludgeon to knock Marston down, or 
a knife to stab him with, but he brought a drop of 
rancour on his tongue, so deadly that it had already 
almost deprived the schoolmaster of life; and any one 
who saw him then would not have been surprised if 
the next moment had been his last 

" It's a lie ! " said Marston, as the man delivered 
his tale. 

*^ My missis sin the child with her own eyes last 
night." 

The schoolmaster saw his visitor to the door, and 
locked it, returned to his seat, and remained motion- 
less until he moved to light his fire. 

A sea comes on board a ship and carries ofi* twa 
men, one perishes in the seething waters, the other 
is carried back to the deck by the next wave. What 
determined the destiny of these two men ? What 
power restored one to life and extinguished life in 
the other? 

The same force that destroys one man miracu- 
lously preserves another. Two women are "grinding 
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at the mill,'" one is taken the other left. Do the 
preserving and destroying angels fly in pairs? Is 
the law of saeriflce Ttoiyersal, and can the life of one 
only be saved at the expense of another ? Are the 
good always taken, and do the evil only remain? 
Or, if good and evil men are snatched away indis- 
criminately, is it simply the law of chance that pre- 
vails? and, as moral freedom is permitted, does 
unexpected calamity or sudden de&th depend on 
causes the prior knowledge of which might have 
enabled the victim to escape ? 

The calamity that came upon Marston stunned 
him. Had the sun been blotted out of the heavena 
the world would not have been darker than his soul 
was throughout that day, wheb the light of his life 
was destroyed, leaving only as it seemed to him then 
the howling wilderness of years before him, which 
the blackness of darkness encompassed. 

The sensation of extreme cold first bi*ought him 
back to real life, and the simple act of lighting his 
fire, by causing a momentary distraction, enabled 
the powers of reason to return. 

Something whispered in his ear, ". Curse Gk)d and 
die." A fearful tumult of thought possessed his 
brain. Chairs, tables, and the walls of the room 
spun round, and he himself fell prostrate on the 
floor. He lay there some time, until he became 
more composed, and was able to resume his seat on 
the stool by the fire. In his heart he arraigned the 
Creator. 
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** Why am I thus punished ? have I not walked 
reverently and with fear in His presence for years ? 
Have I not tried to serve Him in my life and work ? 
Have I not prayed fervently that His blessing might 
be upon me ? and have I not made my requests 
known to Him, in faith that His promise would be 
fulfilled ? — ^and this is my answer 1 " 

He ground his teeth as if he were upbraiding in 
great wrath some false friend who had betrayed him. 
Marston was never in such peril as at that moment 
The heavens were to him as brass, and God seemed 
inaccessible to pity. A proud defiant spirit rose 
within him, and whispered, " From henceforth walk 
alone ; there is no Deity but circumstance. Live for 
yourself; learn to know men and you can use them ; 
and they shall minister to your success — so through 
them you shall win as much of happiness' as may be 
known." 

<* My doubts," said he, "are confirmed; I have 
tried to cajole myself that the orderings of the uni- 
verse would be affected by my petitions, in spite of 
an inward monitor that told me it could not be ; a 
tangible answer to prayer would be a miracle." 

Solitude was a trying condition for him then ; his 
mind had nothing to feed upon but its own reflec- 
tions : and the mind so fed is quickly poisoned, just 
as if the heart returned the venous blood unaltered 
through the system. 

Happily for the schoolmaster physical and mental 
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exhaustion caused him to feel weary, and throwmg 
himself on the bed without undressing, he slept till 
morning. 

Most of us on waking take up our burden and find 
it just as heavy as when we forgot it a few hours 
previously ; but in the case of any great sorrow the 
intervention of sleep by breaking the continuity of 
grief removes the cause a little farther from us, and 
enables us to rally our strength to bear the blow. 

When morning came, and Marston moved about 
the house, a dull heavy pain possessed his heart; 
but the blasphemous mood had passed away, and 
truer views of the operations of Providence asserted 
their superiority over his frantic ravings of the night 
before. He felt that the goodness of the Almighty 
can never be understood completely until all the 
issues of life are known. If perhaps we shall in 
another sphere of existence be favoured to look ba^k 
on our terrestrial pathway, as it was seen by the 
angels, we shall discover that our sorest trials were 
disciplinary necessities, and that special character- 
istics indispensable to the enjoyment of a better 
world must have remained dormant had not those 
apparently evil days befallen us. 

If our knowledge were the measure of highest 
wisdom our creeds would need reform ; but as long as 
we believe in God there must be mysteries which we 
cannot fathom, just as the child cannot understand 
all that the man knows. 
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Marston now felt this, and bowed his head ; then, 
in the stillness of that humble room, he poured forth 
his soul unto the Creator, confessing his rebellion 
and imploring pardon. 

Well was it for him that he made his peace with his 
heavenly friend ; for a sore trial was still before him, 
when men's ears were reaUy stopped, but when God 
deigned to hearken to his voice. 

It became noised about that Marston was the 
cause of Sally's fall. Appearances were against him : 
he had been constantly in her society, and had 
avowed himself to be her admirer. It was not a 
very unusual occurrence in Arcady, but men ex- 
pected differently of the schoolmaster; he had 
always preached virtue, they said, audio, and behold ! 
he was no better than those whom he censured. Sneak, 
sly dog, hypocrite, and many more epithets were 
levelled at him freely, and believed to be deserved. 
He who was the object of common reproach was of 
course the last to hear the scandal ; and when the 
news reached him, to his horror and dismay he 
found it had become the uncontradicted gossip of 
the neighbourhood. HiS denial only excited derision. 
He thought of bringing an action against his de- 
famers, but he could not trace the story home to any 
one. Sally confirmed the truth of his statement; 
but people said she was bought over, as she refused 
to incriminate any one else. 

" Tut, tut," said the Doctor to him, " you'll many 
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her, and make her an honest woman. Many a fellow 
has made a fool of himself, whom the world has 
foigiyen ; and every parson and doctor knows that 
the world would have to stretch its forgiveness over 
a very wide area, if all was commonly known that 
they are professionally acquainted with." 

Marston grew white with rage at this speech, and 
could scarcely keep his &ts quiet. "Don't you 
believe my word, sir?" 

" Don't be silly," said the Doctor ; " keep quiety 
and it Mdll soon blow over." 

" Do you think I am deliberately deceiving you ? " 
cried Marston. 

** Not deceiving me! " said the Doctor sarcastically. 

" But what, then ? " 

"Don't be a fool, Marston ; everybody is at 
liberty to tell a lie under such circumstances, be- 
cause the truth would be more harmful. We must 
for the sake of society hold up the screen of respect- 
ability, even at the expense of prevarication." 

Marston said nothing : but that night he sent in 
his resignation to the trustees of the school, stating 
that until he could clear his reputation, he felt that 
he was an unfit teacher of youth, and therefore he 
could no longer retain his situation. " If they value 
me," thought he, " they will enter upon an investiga- 
tion." But the only answer he received was, that 
they would liberate him in a month. Thus from no 
fault of his own, except his hastmess in resignmg 
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instead of askiDg for an inquiry, he found himself 
homeless and friendless. 

If s a fine thing to talk of braving the world; 
but whoever tries it has sooner or later to shrink 
beneath its iron heel. The pure and honest may 
do so and recover from the woimds that will 
surely be inflicted. Yet as a Tule public opinion 
appeals to a higher standard than that of common 
practice, and what men ought to be rather than 
what they are forms the basis of every verdict. 
This observation is only true of the upper and 
middle classes ; if a man really belongs to the lower 
order he is judged by an easier code. When all 
thieve, petty larceny is a venial oflfence, when undis- 
covered by the victim; when half the women are 
unfortunate a greater latitude is extended to all, 
and detected sins are speedily forgiven. 

Society is bound to protect itself, and the world 
knows it is easier to pull down than to build up 
walls of propriety; therefore when an offender i$ 
found out he must be condemned; and though he 
may retaliate by comparing his conduct with that 
of his judges, he will not be punished the less; 
since ideal virtue and not the peccadilloes of indivi- 
duals is the rule whereby delinquents are sentenced. 

Braving the world when in the wrong, in the 
sense of defying its opinion, is a task which only 
fools would enter upon — which thousands never- 
theless attempt. 
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But braying the world in the sense of wresting 
from the universal selfishness of man the means of 
bread-getting, is a work which victory has crowned, 
and ever will crown when men are courageous and 
honest, though it can only be accomplished at the 
cost of self-denial, and often of great suflTering of 
body and mind. 

Marston stood in the streets of London with three 
bright sovereigns in his pocket. 

Three pounds! a large sum for him to spend, 
when he remembered that three more would exhaust 
his ready money, and leave him nothing but his fur- 
niture to sell, and possibly no employment found. 
Day after day passed, and as yet he had not ob- 
tained a promise of a situation. He applied for a 
clerk's place, but every cranny and avenue seemed 
filled with crowds striving to obtain what he sought 

Day after day the sovereigns melted into shillings, 
the shiUings were transmuted into baser pence, and 
the pence vanished. Day after day he paced the 
streets, stood upon the bridges, wondered at the life 
and power and wealth displayed on the great high- 
way beneath him. Once he saw a prettily-dressed 
girl mount the battlements of Waterloo-bridge and 
jump into the stream ; before he could get to the 
water's edge she was dragged out insensible and 
apparently lifeless. 

" Ah ! " — said he, as he saw the pale face, blue 
lips, and long dank locks of fair hair streaming over 
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the dirty jackets of the watermen — " There's one 
worse oflf than myself." It was cowardice, after- 
wards he deemed it wickedness, the morbid longing 
after death he experienced in those days. Never- 
theless the desire was often intense. He struggled 
against it; and watching a string of coal-heavers 
discharging a barge one day, he vowed within 
himself that before he spent his last sixpence, he 
too would earn his bread by labour. 

Daily he read the * Times ;' he answered several 
advertisements — he himself inserted a modest one, 
but no answer came, and the clouds of &te grew 
very dark. 

He had been a month in London ; two sovereigns 
only remained, and every effort he had made to get 
employment had been in vain. He was a stranger, 
no one knew him ; he had only his own unsupported 
statement to recommend himself. The Londoners 
were neither physiognomists nor introvisionists; how 
should they know the purity of his heart, the inte- 
grity of his conduct, without references ? Where 
had he come from ? Shale End ! Where was Shale 
End? In Arcady! What position did he hold 
there ? Schoolmaster I Why had he left ? To 
better himself! And this answer he knew was 
at best a suppression of the truth. What testi- 
monials had he? He had not asked for any, he 
only wanted a trial, he could prove his skill as 
an accountant in five minutes, his integrity would 
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demonstrate itself; neither did he look for a post 
of trust until he was tried and approved ofl '* You 
had better try elsewhere/' was the most conrteous 
answer he received. 

None but a very simple-minded man would have 
rushed off on such an errand to the Metropolis, 
where hard necessity compels every one to be on 
his guard against knavery, and all are treated as 
rogues until proved to be honest Marston had 
provided himself with no letters of introduction. 
To whom at Shale End could he have applied for 
a character, leaving the village as he did tinder a 
cloud? 

At last the truth dawned upon him, that in 
leaving his late home he was deserting his duty — 
the duty he owed to himself in vindicating his 
reputation. The solution to the riddle that had so 
puzzled him for the last few weeks came in the 
words, " I must return." 

Before another night had passed, he was a guest 
at the hostelry of the " Blue Boar." 
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CHAPTEE XXXIL 

When the horses stopped at noon — ^after dragging 
the gear of the thrashing machine round and round 
for four weary hours, until the poor creatures' brains 
were almost addled — ^the hands in the bam at the 
Hall were enabled to indulge in a little cheerful 
gossip, which the rattle and whiz of the machinery 
had rendered impossible. 

" Indeed ! 'tis too bad upon us," said Molly Hjurt ; 
^four women can't shake and tie after a machine 
all day; and Tom 's been shoyin' it into her 'till 
she's been most chuckin' every minute." 

^ Hold your boder ! Molly Hart," said Tom's wife ; 
he's bin saryin' her as true as a hair all day, and the 
straw 's thrashed as dean as if 'twas done by flails, 
every bit." 

Nixon, the ploughman, had a great objection to 
the dust of the bam, which got down the throats, 
into the eyes, up the nostrils, and down the backs of 
every one employed, so that men and women were 
almost as black as colliers when dinner-time came ; 
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therefore Tom, the secood in command, occupied 
the post of honour as feeder to the machine, a duty 
which he well understood and carefully performed ; 
but incessantly tying up bundles or balls of straw 
from a perennial supply is a sure recipe for a pain in 
the back, and those engaged in this part of the work 
always imagine that the com is crammed in too 
fast. 

The bam was refilled, the thrashed com piled up ; 
and then handkerchiefs with bread and cheese, 
bottles of porridge, and basins of potatoes, made 
their appearance, washed down with buttermilk and 
water. 

This morning, however, the noonday meal was 
seasoned with the story of Sally Jennings and 
Marston. 

" I alius thought it," said Molly Hart. " I never 
knew no good coming of people looking up or people 
looking down. If the Measter had kept his eye on 
somebody in the same way like hisself, or if Sally 
had looked for a proper boy now, a likely sort o' 
farm-boy, why, this ood never ha' happened ; or if it 
had why he'd a married her and then there'd a bin 
no more about it." 

"Well," said Tom's wife; "I ses it sarves her 
right. She was as lofty as the weathercock ; every- 
body must look up to her, and she with her nose up 
ip^the air, as if the yerth wasn't good enough for her 
to walk upon ! " 



A WOMAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 305 

"You're too bad now," cried Molly. "^She isn't 
the first girl that^s made a mistake." 

" Where's Mr. Marston now, d'ye know Molly ? " 

" Gone to see his friends in Lunnon. I wish the 
devils had kept their tongues quiet and not druv 
the man away. I can't think why everbody should 
ha' been down upon him so. A body might think 
such a thing was never heard of afore." 

^ Well, Molly, the thing of it was you see, the 
Measter; nobody thought he would make a foolo' 
hisself, and now he's done it everybody is supprised 
like." 

" I wish he'd come back to the school, anyhow," 
said Molly; "my young maid's never learned no- 
thin' with theffeller they've got in his stead." 

Certain proprieties would be scandalized if, in the 
course of this history, we entered into all the details 
of Molly Hart's conversation and that of those, who, 
like her, had been rendered familiar with all that is 
degraded and degrading from their youth up, ever 
breathing an atmosphere of impurity, ever contem- 
plating with complacent indifference misconduct of 
the grossest kind, ever listening to the coarsest lan- 
guage and taught to laugh at the foulest w.it. 

What though the parish is mapped into districts, 
and every district into divisions, watched over by 
kind ladies, who distribute tracts and tea, and collect 
pence for the Bible Society?- What though they 
make quarterly reports of their mission-work, and 

VOL. I. X 
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write pretty pamphlets on the spiritual growth of 
their poorer sisters ? the evil is not touched^ or at 
best but the border of it is reached. 

Wherefore ? — ^Because the poor, in common with 
the rest of the world, hide the nakedness of the land 
from every spy. Moreover, they know and fed 
that if they permitted themselves to appear in their 
true characters before their lady visitors, propriety 
would be shocked and driven off the premises. The 
peasant understands the art of keeping np appear- 
ances ; if the district ladies will believe them to be 
good people disguised in poverty and unwashed 
garments, what would they gain by taking off the 
mask? 

Molly Hart occasionally swears a round oath, oc* 
casionally makes use of very foul and disgusting 
language to her neighbour, Anne Morris ; but when 
Lady Westervvork calls no one is more guarded in 
her spoeeh. 

Half the evils of peasant life no lady, especially 
no young lady, dare inquire into. Society, rightly 
or wrongly, believes her to be completely ignorant 
of such knowledge ; at any rate if she possesses it she 
dares not use it. A mere empiric, she overlooks the 
fatal wounds and delicately plaisters up the surface 
scratches. 

If Molly Hart does not envy she at least appre- 
ciates purity in her sex. None are so debased but 
the whiteness of unsullied snow, the delicate hues of 
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the hedge-rose, the bright tints of the " forget-me- 
not," impress them agreeably ; so the poor in the 
presence of virtue robe themselves in its semblance, 
that they too may appear to be of the same order 
of beings whose sweetness and brightness they 
admire* 

These delicate young creatures, tripping through 
the lanes, dispensing smiles and kind words, are 
doing a good work, if it were only in evincing their 
desire to be of service to their fellows ; but let not 
a task be assigned to them they cannot perform ; and 
let us not expect results from their efforts which they 
are utterly incapable of effecting. 

Another agency must be employed before much 
good will be gained. Godly women of the working 
class, who have perchance passed through the fire, 
who have been immersed in the baptism of poverty, 
who know how the poor live, and act, and think, as 
they know how they have lived, and acted, and 
'*^^hought themselves, are the missionaries best calcu- 
lated to bear the glad tidings of great joy to the 
nomes and hearths of the poor. They know the 
social diseases which prevail ; to them be the task of 
pointing out the remedy, even as in the hejurt of the 
metropolis the Bible Women now work. 

The day had closed in, the tired hwses were 
loosed, the people had shaken the last batch of straw, 
the bam had been again filled. One by one the 
women wended their way home, each having secreted 
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about her person as mnch of the thiaahed oom as 
she could carry. 

Nixon could help himself at any time ; the other 
men liad wives at work ; therefore each could perform 
his stable duties that eyening with the perfect satis&o- 
tion r>f knowing; that for some days at least, there 
would bo bread at home. 
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CHAPTER XXXIII. 

In common with many of her sex, Betty Jennings 
hated a mystery under her own roof. The whole 
bmlding did not contain an area of more than two 
hundred and twenty square feet, and yet within this 
tiny space there was a secret she could not fathom. 
Who gave Sally the twenty pounds ? She plied her 
daughter with questions in vain; she worried her 
husband, who could only relieve his tormented mind 
by swearing ; she interrogated herself, and still was 
at fault. 

This unexpected wealth caused her, moreover, to 
spend more than one sleepless night in devising how 
it might best be invested. Should Sally keep a part 
of it and buy pigs with the rest ? or should she buy 
a couple o' cows as soon as some grass should '' come 
about the hedges ? *' 

It was not an easy matter to decide. Moreover, 
the possessor as yet retained dose possession of her 
property, and had a will of ffiur own. 

Betty did not consider what changes might take 
place before the spring fairs would be held. 
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It bad been raining and sleeting all day ; with 
nigbt tbe wind fell, and a bard frost set in. 

Eigbt o'clock came and no BiU Jennings re- 
turned. 

"I can't think wbere's fether to-night,'* said his 
wife. Another hour and another passed, still he 
came not. 

"Better come to bed, mother," said Sally, who 
with her parent shared the wooden temple* 

** I can't think where father is. 'Tisn't ofteii he's 
so long after time." 

"Oh!" said Sally, "p'raps the old mare's bad, 
and he'd sooner take care of her than all his family 
put together." 

Betty, however, was not quieted by this conjeo- 
ture, and stepped out into the road to look for her 
liege lord, but she saw no shadow on the ice save 
those of the gorse bushes on the hedge. " I'll go a 
step agen him ! " Putting on an old hat and draw- 
ing a woollen shawl close round her shoulders and 
arms, as she crossed the threshold she said, " I'll be 
back directly." 

The reader will remember the stepping-stones on 
which the Squire sat the evening he intercepted 
SaUy. 

Near them, on the side she approached, Betty saw 
a dark object lying on the ground. Instinct made 
her feel it was her husband. 

*' Who's bin and made him drunk ? " was the first 
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idea that crossed her mind. As she approached, low 
moans arrested her attention. 

^ Oh, he's killed ! " she screamed aloud, and 
rushed forward shouting, "Bill, Bill, honey! what's 
the matter with thee ? '* 

The moon was shining very brightly, and every 
object was distinctly viable. 

Bill, though nearly insensible with cold, recognised 
his wife, and lifting his hand to her to raise him, she 
pulled him into a sitting posture, when he muttered, 
^ I've fell down and hurt my leg very bad, my feet 
slipped coming over the stepping-stones,'' 

" Can't yer get up ? " 

** I'm feared not ; my breeches is froze fast." 

Betty placed her arms under his and lifted her 
husband, but soon found his idea was correct ; after 
some difficulty, however, she succeeded in freeing 
his garment, but he failed to stand, his left leg being 
utterly useless. What should she do ? her strength, 
great as it was, would not enable her to carry him, 
and no assistance was to be had. 

" How shall I get thee home. Bill ?'* 

« I d'n knaw, Betty," 

*' rU fetch the whilbarra — only you stop here agin 
the hedge," 

Taking off her shawl she wrapped it round him, 
and placed him leaning against the bank, while she 
set off at the top of her speed to bring the convey- 



812 A WOKAN AGAINST THE WOBLD. 

ance. She mshed into the cottage, and shouted to 
the eldest boy to come along down the road. 

" What's the matter?" screamed all the fiEUtnily in 
chorus. 

" Father's fell down and hurted hisseK/' replied 
Betty. 

Johnny was soon dressed; the wicket was un- 
hinged and put in the barrow, and in less than half 
an hour she returned to her husband. 

Placing the door across the wheelbarrow so as to 
form a more elevated seat, she put her husband on 
it, his son steadied him by the collar, and without 
stopping to rest or draw breath, she wheeled him 
home. A bed was placed on the floor before the 
fire, on which the injured man was stretched ; the 
children chafed his benumbed hands, his wife threw 
a variety of clothes over him, and administered a 
basin of hot porridge in a very short space of time. 

The efforts of his family at last restored sensation 
to Bill's frame, and with it the consciousness of 
terrible pain in his leg. Betty examined the limb, 
and soon found it was fractured immediately above 
the ancle. 

For a moment her soul sunk within her at the 
terrible prospect of nursing a bed-ridden husband fot 
jnonths in the depth of winter, with nothing but the 
parish allowance to subsist on. It was but for a 
moment she desponded ; for the poor, like the ravens 
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and lionSy seek their food from God: too oftea, 
though, with equal thankfulness. 

Silent and motionless Bill lay with his face turned 
up to the roof; his wife sat beside him on a low 
stool, her hard rough hand on his shoulder; the 
children again coiled themselves up to sleep; the 
fowls, which had been for the last half hour staring 
down from the top of the box-bed, put their heads 
under their wings and settled themselves once more 
for the night. Except the watcher and the watched 
all slept. 

The parish doctor lived ten miles off; and, in com- 
mon with the rest of that underpaid fraternity, never 
hurried himself in attending to the accidents of 
pauper-patients. Doctor Maddocks was the nearest 
medical man, but it would be useless to ask him 
to come so far before breakfast. Nevertheless, as 
soon as the servants were up at the Hall, Betty 
gained admittance, and obtained a promise from the 
Doctor's boy that he would tell him of Bill's accident 
as soon as he brought the hot water into his room. 
At nine o'clock a message was sent down stairs that 
he would come over to the cottage as soon as he 
had breakfasted. 

" It's a very nasty fracture," said the Doctor, as 
he examined the limb; "but we'll soon get you 
about. Bill, notwithstanding." 

"Thank your honour, indeed," said the patient; 
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** it*s bad times, you might depend, as long as Fm 
lying here upon my back" 

** Is this the only bed you've got for him, Betty ?" 
asked the Doctor. 

" Sally's in the other, sir." 

** Oh I that box concern ; let her stop there, 

then. How's a man with a broken leg to creep in 
through that hole, I should like to know ?" 

" P'raps we can borry one, sir 1 " 

** Ay, that's the plan, and I'll come over and see 
him moved into it, only let me know." 

Without farther parley the Doctor reduced the 
fracture, and after he had done all in his power to 
alleviate the patient's sufferings, he quietly listened 
to the narrative of the accident as detailed by Bill 
and improved on by his wife. 

In the evening Molly Hart, Mary Anne Morris, 
and a dozen other women came over to sympathise 
and offer aid. 

" Bed " — said the first-named — " I've got a X bed 
the very thing as '11 do for you, and if one of you 
women '11 help me, I'll walk it over here straight." 

That help was not twice asked for. The Doctor, 
also, true to his promise, was present ; so Bill was 
made as comfortable as possible under the circum- 
stances ; and in spite of his sufferings had cause to 
be thankful that his friends had been able to do so 
much for him. 
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It would have puzzled a stranger to have under- 
stood how so many persons managed to live in two 
such tiny rooms; yet this close packing was the 
smallest hardship the inmates had to suffer* The 
invalids, infant, Betty, and the eldest hoy slept in 
the large room where the fire was, the rest were 
packed anyhow in the inner apartment ; moreover, 
it was winter-time and terribly cold weather, so the 
children afforded each other mutual warmth. 

What the neighbours could do to help the Jen- 
ningses they did cheerfuUy, yet these services were 
chiefly in the way of manual help. Delicacies, such 
as the rich comfort themselves with on similar occa* 
sions, were never dreamt of; but, thanks to Sally's 
bank, together with the parish allowance of four 
shillings a-weet, there was no lack of tea and bread 
and cheese in the house. 

Bill bore his sufferings manfully, and they were 
legion. The exposure on the night of the accident 
had given him a severe cold ; the cold induced fever, 
the fever was aggravated by the pain arising from 
the fracture, and for some reason which the Doctor 
did not explain, the bones did not knit as they 
should have done. 

The monotony of his life became very irksome. 
Mental occupation Bill was an entire stranger to. 
Best or rather idleness was death to him, who knew 
no life apart from labour, and now he was as useless 
as a ploughshare in hard frost. When in health, ex^ 
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cept in answer to questions concerning the particular 
work he had in hand at the time, he rarely spoke ; 
and the deepest abstract reflection he ever ventured 
upon wasy it'll be a fine or a wet harvest (as the case 
might be) if this weather continues. 

He gazed up at the thatch and watched the spiders 
quarrelling over fresh-caught wood-lice; he some- 
times stared at his grandchild, but except a request 
for water or food, or an inquiry concerning the 
weather, he said nothing. 

When she could get work in the bam, or in pull- 
ing turnips during a thaw, Betty availed herself of 
it ; and Sally attended to the household duties. 

Did Bill look wistfully at his wife's retreating 
form as she passed through the door in the morning 
on her way to the field— did he watch and listen for 
the echo of her footstep at night as she returned 
with the darkness from her toil ? We fear not. Hard 
work and coarse fare rub out the delicate traces of 
sentiment in the soul, or else incrust them with 
such a layer of stolidity that no casual observer can 
detect their presence. It is well that the epidermis 
thickens when it has to submit to cold, neglect, and 
dirt. It is well that the spirit deadens when no 
scope is given for the cultivation of its finest 
qualities. Heroism, chivalry, a delicate sense of 
honour, can only exist practically where such charac- 
teristics are appreciated. But what does truth avail, 
when every one lies as occasion suits ? What profit 
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is there in honesty, when all steal and all are treated 
as thieves? Why should frankness and generous 
feeling obtain, when reticence and cowardly self-love 
are Universally practised? It would be as wise to 
pave a cart-road with rubies as to cultivate such qua- 
lities in souls over whom the rich and great— even the 
growing rich and would-be great — ride rough-shod. 

" How's Bill to-day ?" asked Molly Hart. 

" As bad a3 he can be," replied his wife : yet Betty 
Went on with her work, apparently unconcerned. 

Would sleepless nights, and weary watchings, and 
nervous headaches, and scalding tears, enable her to 
find bread for her young ones ? Does the eagle cease 
to bring home food to the nest, if her lord has fallen 
to some shepherd's bullet ? Necessity forced Betty 
into the noblest course, forgetfulness of selfish sor- 
row, in providing food for the mouths that she must 
daily fill. 

Between the heights and depths of peasant misery 
and peasant prosperity, there is such a narrow mar- 
gin that despair finds no room to encamp thereon. 
If Sir Marmaduke Wildfell becomes bankrupt, and 
is turned upon the world minus his estate, before him 
stands the pinnacle from which he has been thrown, 
and which he can no more ascend than a bird with- 
out wings. Bill Jennings lay on his back a penniless 
pauper, a few days previously and his lot was not to 
be despised— some even envied him— but that po- 
sition would again be his as soon as he should be 
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able to walk. Therefore his safferings were simply 

physical ; yet, unhappily, these did not diminish. 

Doctor Maddocks came twice a day, bringing with 

him physic in abundance, but his patient grew no 

better. He had been weeks in bed, still the bones 

were disunited, and the low fever was greater than 

ever. 

** I'm 'fraid I shan't come over it. Doctor," said he. 

« 

"Tut, man; that's always the tack you all go 
upon. Never better, always worse, until you walk 
out of the house quite well." 

Notwithstanding this confident tone the Doctor had 
his misgivings; and Sally, who watched his face, 
detected an anxious look, that did not square with 
his speech. 

What if father should die, was the question that 
asked for solution. What! For the two worlds! 
Yes ! What ? Should she offer to read the Bible ? 
She heard a knock at her heart, and a voice sarcas- 
tically called out, You ! nothing more ! Conscience 
was evidently not yet dead in her, and reverence fo 
toly things still remained. She was now enabled to 
go out, and purchased various articles for her parents' 
use. She had heard tamarinds spoken of as mvalu- 
able for cooling thirst. She bought half a pound, 
and prepared the drink, which she administered, to 
the infinite relief of the sick man. Before her rose 
the darkness of her own future. How should she 
live? Where should she work? These queries 
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she stifled for the present, and carefully nursed her 
father* 

Molly Hart came d^ily two miles to assist in lift^ 
ing Bill in a sheet, which the Doctor had rigged out 
with pulleys from the roof, so that his patient's bed 
might be made. 

Mary Anne Morris frequently came with soma 
present of oatmeal, or perhaps a few leeks or onions, 
whichever she might best spare. And as she be- 
lieved wine and raspberry jam were together or sepa- 
rately cures for every ailment mankind sufier from, 
she managed to obtain surreptitiously, through the 
under housemaid at the Hall, a bottle of one and a 
pot of the other, both of which were gratefully ac- 
cepted, and not the less valued because they were 
cleverly abstracted from the Squire's stores without 
his knowledge. Even the fowls were sympathizing, 
and laid eggs with an unexampled liberality, con- 
sidering the season of the year. 

Mr. Jones had never paid Bill a visit. Betty 
couldn't understand it, but supposed "'twas on 
account o' Sally's being a member of the Meeting, 
and not doing it any credit so far," that he stayed 
away. Mary Anne Morris volunteered to bring a 
message to him to tell him as ** Bill was very bad, and 
no likeliness of his gettin' better, and that he should 
like to see him." 

This appeal the minister could not resist. 

It was a fine study for Sally Jennings, while nurs- 
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ing her infant, to watch the countenance of Mr. 
Jones, as he urged on the sick man the necessity of 
being reconciled to God, More than once she tried 
to catch his eye, but he seemed instinctively to feel 
her glance, and studiously avoided her scrutiny. 
His presence had a hardening influence on the 
young girl's soul, and she smiled within herself at the 
fair outward seeming of the pious pastor, and revelled 
in the possession of that power which made him 
cower before her. The old love had died out, some- 
thing akiQ to sentiment still remained ; and the con- 
sciousness of being the master of his fate, reconciled 
her to maintain intact the reticence she had hitherto 
practised. Day by day, as Jones came to the cot- 
tage in his ministerial capacity, she despised him 
more ; but unfortunately for herself, she mistook the 
individual for the thing, and valued religion as much 
as she appreciated its teacher. 

"It can have no worth in itself," she thought. 
"It is a power by which a class of men influence 
others, less cunning than themselves :" and slowly she 
attained a tolerably correct idea of the meaning of 
priestcraft, 

" What do you think of father, Mr. Jones ? '' said 
Sally, one evening. 

" I think his state very critical indeed" 

" I don't mean his bodHy health, but his spiritual 
state." 

*'I trust," said Jones, "I have been the means, 
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though at the eleventh hour, of awakening hun to a 
sense of his danger." 

"And you really think your services have been 
useful to him ? " 

" Can you doubt it ? " 

Sally's bright eyes twinkled maliciously. 

** The truths I speak are not the less true because 
of any imperfection in myself." 

It was raining as they spoke, and the kettle beside 
the door was partly filled with discoloured water, 

** See," said Sally, pointing to the pot, " the rain 
comes down pure from heaven, but as soon as it falls 
into a dirty vessel it partakes of its uncleanness." 

" Yes," replied Jqnes ; " but if you put that kettle 
on the fire the water will rise as uncontaminated 
vapour, and leave all the filth behind ; so the breath 
of the Spirit, in passing from me, retains no particle 
of impurity, however foul may be the vessel that 
holds it." 

Before she could reply, he hurried off. 

Sally watched his receding figure, communing with 
herself, if he fully valued the sacrifice she had made 
for him, and whether he was worthy of the strange 
self-denial she had practised at his instigation? It 
was something to feel that his destiny depended on 
her silence. Had she breathed a purer atmosphere, 
she would not, could not, have kept her secret ; but 
a stain like hers was so common among the females 
of her class, that instead of degrading her, it only 
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lowered her to the level of those whom she once 
thought a little lower than herself. Neither did 
she speculate that the day might come when it 
would be indispensable to her peace to lift the yeil, 
or tliat her own good-natured act could be turned 
against her. Who knows the web he is daily weav- 
ing, or can measure the full consequences of his 
acts ? Many a deed is like a bullet fired in the air, 
it may come down harmlessly, or it may take the life 
of a fellow-creature. 

Before night the voice of wailing was heard in the 
cottage. Betty in violent hysterics could hardly be 
held down by her daughter ; while Molly Hart and 
another woman performed tlie last offices for the 
dead. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Mabston returned to Shale End in accordance with 
what he felt to be his duty ; but another motive also 
prompted him to take this step — ^nothing less in fiwjt 
than the consciousness of a secret voice, that whim- 
pered "your victory will be where your trial was." 

In what manner his triumph would be accom- 
plished he could not imagine. Capital he had none, 
friends he possessed but few : nevertheless he felt that 
he was doing right, and in a spirit of dependence 
on the Father of Mercies, he resolved to abide the 
issue. 

Many men pray, some instinctively, some from 
habit and education, and some in the belief that their 
petitions are answered. To the mind accustomed to 
trace the varying order of nature, and the intimate 
relation between cause and eflFect in the mental and 
material world, it is one of the severest tests of faith 
to believe that the Author of endless law and uni- 
versal order can be turned, or changed, or permit his 
purposes to be modified, by reason of a man's voice. 
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K human reason be applied to for a solution of the 
mystery, the reply is fatal to the expectation of re- 
ceiving an answer to prayer, and it becomes evident 
that the grounds of the argument must be changed. 
The problem then is. Is man's the highest wisdom ? 
Can the less comprehend the greater? Can we, by 
searchiDg, fathom the Omnipotent mind? The in- 
evitable negative points out the source from whence 
we may expect the explanation we are seeking, and 
humiliating as it is to intellectual pride, we can 
obtain no other satisfaction than ^ it is written ; " and 
the duty of obedience brings the believer to his knees. 
Gkxi commands his creatures to pray to him, and 
that is our sufiScient warrant, let human pride 
struggle as it may. 

Thus it was that in all humility the poor school- 
master made known his wants to his Maker, and in 
quiet confidence waited for an answer. 

About a fortnight after his return the situation of 
Relieving Officer for the Parish of Shale End became 
vacant, in consequence of the death of him who held 
it. Marston at once made application, and was 
appointed. A sceptic would have replied — ** Either 
this man's death must have taken place expressly to 
make room for you, or else it would have occurred 
independently of your necessities. K the former, 
your God has, in a spirit of favouritism, deprived a 
man of life, a woman of a husband, and children of a 
parent, to provide you with bread which you might 
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otherwise have earned. Preserve me from the wor- 
ship of such a Being. K the latter supposition be 
true, you have only to thank the magistrates, and not 
your Maker. '^ 

Marston did not enter into this whirlpool of reason- 
ing. The means of living were given to him, and 
the opportunity of doing good secured by this ap- 
pointment ; therefore he returned thanks to God, and 
entered upon his duties with zeaL 

Fifty poimds a-year, and seldom less than twenty 
miles a-day to walk, with endless accounts to render 
to the Board of Guardians, is not a post that many 
men would covet. Marston, however, felt himself 
rich ; and, selecting a central situation, hired a small 
cottage and garden at the annual rent of five pounds. 
His furniture and his cat were transferred to his 
new abode ; and at or about the time of Bill Jen- 
nings's death he was comfortably settled in his house, 
with new duties, and, consequently, a new life before 
him. Had he not also new hopes and new ambitions ? 
If he had, he did not confess them even to himself: 
his work was now the chief thing that occupied his 
mind. 

For some weeks the exercise sorely taxed his 
strength ; the continuous effort, the unremitting toil, 
the daily expeditions not to be curtailed a mile, were 
very onerous. Sometimes, when coming home from 
a round of thirty miles, having his accounts to com- 
plete for the Board day on the morrow, while his 
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eyes were perpetually closing in spite of his eflForte 
to keep them open, he would sigh, and wonder if he 
would ever become accustomed to so much hard 
labour. But when the ensuing night arrived, and 
his neatly-kept books received the approbation of the 
Board, his spirits would ascend, and all his difficulties 
disappear. 

While each day found him tougher and stronger 
to perform his task, his heart did not sympathise 
with his limbs and grow harder to the daily misery 
he encountered. Face to face with that great curse 
of civilization, ** poverty," though he necessarily 
grew accustomed to scenes of privation and distress, 
he did not the less feel for the victims ; and many a 
jsixpence — ay, and shilling — of his own hardly-eamed 
salary served to eke out the scanty allowance awarded 
to the poor. More than once he encountered the 
censure of the Board for proposing larger grants 
than his predecessor countenanced. Sometimes he 
gained his point, but more often was he refused with, 
" Marston, the rates are too heavy as they are ; you 
must practise economy." 

Old men and women at eighteen-pence a-week ; 
widows, with a shilling for each child, and nothing 
for themselves, lived in spite of the cold, almost in 
spite of want of food. He had heard of toads being 
found alive in rocks ; yet the existence of scores of 
human beings whom he relieved was scarcely less 
miraculous. Some who lived in the neighbourhood 
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of large houses were better cared for. Benevolent 
ladies and kind-hearted gentlemen performed many 
an unrecorded act of charity; nevertheless, their 
doles were irregular and intermittent, and the poor 
who feasted one day half-starved the next. 

Accustomed to reflect, two remarkable features in 
the social condition of the peasantry struck him 
forcibly. The almost invariable indigence accom- 
' panying old age, and the indiflference with which the 
yoimg regarded the inevitable lot before them. How 
it would paralyze the energies of any merchant or 
professional man, if he knew that, work as hard as 
he may, unless he died in harness, the last years of 
his life must see him the recipient of parochial aid ! 
Yet the husbandman goes forth to his work with 
undaunted heart ; before he can properly furnish a 
cottage he marries, and perpetuates in a numerous 
offspring the doom he must himself endure. 

Many a tune Marston revolved the question in his 
mind. Now one remedy and now another suggested 
itself; but a satisfaotory solution of the diflSculty 
seemed impossible. If higher wages were given, 
would the work-people save money? He thought 
not. Could the farmers afford higher wages ? They 
all said not. Bents and taxes were too high to 
permit of liberality to the husbandman. If the land- 
lords were spoken to on the subject of rents, the 
majority might retort — " We can let every farm for 
more money, if we chpose to do so." Yet there ap- 
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peared to Marstcm to be an injiistice somewhera 
Pesiliaps if smaller holdings were more common, the 
most indostiioas among tbe people would be able to 
become small farmers. Then the cottar system in 
Ireland rose to yiew, and the eyils of murersal idle- 
ness which wonld ensne showed Marston he had not 
foond the remedy he sought. 

Had he been a man of less practical ability^ the 
fascinating dreams of the socialist wonld havehannted 
his brain; bnt no foUy of this sort possessed his 
mind. 

Education next presented itself as the leyer that 
would lift the poor into prosperity, and change the 
face of Arcady. But the lever needs a fulcrum; 
and, whatever may be the attainments of the peasant^ 
unless his wage exceeds his least possible expenditure 
he lacks the point on which to rest his lever, and his 
last estate would be worse than the first i^ after 
partaking of the fruit of the tree of knowledge, he 
be unable to apply the principles he had learned. 

It grieved the soul of Marston to see so much 
hardship, and yet to be unable to do anything that 
would permanently alleviate it. It made him sad to 
see poverty he could not properly relieve : yet, such 
being his desire, he felt that no one could perform 
his work more satisfactorily than himself; and, there- 
fore, with sober cheerfulness he commenced his daily 
round, trusting that, if he could not elevate a class, 
he could at least assist some, and could comfort all 
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by impressing on their minds the priceless promises 
of the Christian faith. 

The principle of Beauty, according to the philoso- 
phers, is supposed to exist in~ " proportion, in num- 
ber, in the divine harmony of things, in the limitless 
conjointly with the element that limits, which two 
last imply the thing procreated and the efiScient 
cause." 

Socrates asserted that " Beauty is at once the 
legitimate fate that controls all generation, and the 
benevolent goddess who presides at every birth." 

Whatever abstract theory of this divine principle 
is the correct one, all must admit that the control- 
ling power of beauty should everywhere be felt. Not 
only should it possess the mind of the artist who, 
hewing stone into the likeness of flesh, seeks to give 
expression through the medium of form and propoiv 
tion to types of ideal perfection — ^not only should it 
sway the soul of the painter in the arrangement of 
his subject and in the harmonious colouring of his 
work — not only should it imbue the rapt sense of 
the poet and musician in writing down the mystic 
links of harmony that bind together the worlds of 
feeling, sight, and sound; — ^but as the old Greek 
taught, it should be the goddess all presiding, ■ in 
mental philosophy, in morals, and in social order as 
in art. Beauty is in itself an entity, it depends not 
for its existence on the senses that perceive it and 
the human mind that apprehends it. Sweep every 
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intellectual being from the universe, save the Om- 
nipotent mind, and let a new creation be called 
forth; entwined in the varieties of form, linked in 
the sweetness of sound, radiant in the brightness of 
colour, beauty would still exist because it is the ex- 
pression of the Divinity, and he cannot be divorced 
from his nature. 

As in the world of form hard lines, incongruous 
angles, and inharmonious proportions are violations 
of the principle of beauty, so in social life and 
morals, poverty, sickness, and sin, are outrages on 
that original perfection manifest in the primal design 
of the universe, to which also all things tend, how- 
ever discordant they now appear. 

Many and grievous were the violations of this 
natural law that stared Marston in the face during 
his peregrinations. " Surely," thought he to him- 
self, "Providence never designed this wretched- 
ness, this want of self-respect, this low moral tone, 
this griping misery. These evils are not necessarily 
incumbent' on the hard- worked sons of toil, whose 
youth is spent in raising grain, whose old age has to 
be content with husks — wrinkles, a hut, and barley 
bread, the happiest lot of the most fortunate. If," 
said Marston, musing as he strolled along the lanes, 
" a stranger from some manufacturing district were to 
inspect this neighbourhood and be requested to state 
the conclusions he arrived at, doubtless he would 
say, all these old paupers must have been improvi- 
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dent in youth and are now reaping the reward of 
their extravagance in a comfortless old age. How 
would he start if told that every one had laboured 
honestly and soberly from youth to age, but that 
their wages never allowed them a surplus, and all 
their earnings barely suflSced to provide their ^milies 
with the necessaries of existence ! Oh hapless life 
of unremitting toil ! oh, chiUy winter of declining 
years on which no sunshine plays or feigns the sem^ 
blance of heart-melting warmth !" 

** Hullo, Marston ! is that you ? " said the Doctor, 
reining up his horse with a jerk at the curb. " You 
seem to be solving the quadrature of the circle, or 
some other equally easy and entertaining exercise of 
silly wisdom." 

" Not far from the mark, Doctor ; " said the latter 
with a smile. " I am puzzling my brain to ascertain 
why it is old age and poverty go hand in hand 
among the peasantry." 

^ Why, boy, does water refuse to run up-hill ? why 
does the moon shine by night ? or why do you eat 
when you are hungry ? or, in other words, why knock 
your head against a self-evident fact and then pre- 
tend you can't see it ? " 

" What do you mean ? " 

" Why, how the devil can a man put by money out 
of seven, eight, or nine shillings a-week, and sup* 
port a wife and femily at the same time ? " 

" Just so, sir. But why should farm work, the 
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most important of all, be the worst paid of every 
kind of labour?" 

** Because," said the Doctor, **it requires least 
brains ; and also the supply is always in excess of the 
demand. Any fool can handle a shovel, and there 
are few so stupid who cannot hold a plough. Why 
on earth are you worrying your mind with such 
questions ? When you see a great fact staring you 
in the face, such as the moral and social condition of 
the empire of blockheadism, you may be sure you are 
only contemplating the result of some natural law." 

" The law of ignorance you mean ? " 

*' Exactly so 1 " 

*' Then some comprehensive scheme of education 
would set matters right ? " 

" Don't run after such Utopias, Marston. Such a 
work would be about as hopeless as rendering Welsh 
runts equal to short-horns. No physiologist would 
say it was impossible ; at the same time it would re- 
quire a millennium to accomplish it." 

" I can't agree with you. Doctor." 

"Well, never mind; I can't stay to argue the 
point, as I have other work in hand. Have you 
heard anything of Sally Jennings lately ? " 

" No ! " 

" D that girl, she has given me more trouble 

than all the women in the world put together. 
Hang it, she has upset everything for me. I can't 
get on with my work ; I was preparing a paper on 
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Celts for the Archaeological Society, but you never 
saw such a muddle as I've made of it — all because I 
can't get her out of my head ; in the same way all 
my experiments on alimentary substances have gone 
to pot. I'm shot if I don't think she's a witch." 

"What has she done to cause this disturbance. 
Doctor ? " 

" Caused that idiot of a brother of mine to make a 
fool of himself. All the county are talking about 
it ; John Haddocks and Sally Jennings are coupled 
together in everybody's mouth." 

" But is the girl to blame ? I presume she does 
not go to the Hall ? " 

" I don't know what will happen, Marston ; she's 
as artful as Old Nick ; and once men of the Squire's 
age get the image of a girl like Sally in their eye, it 
is as if it were branded on the brain with a red-hot 
iron. 

"I wish you would spare fae all this narration, 
sir ; you must know you are opening a green wound, 
and I cannot help you in any way." 

" Tm not so sure about that ; and to tell you tjie 
truth, I was on the way to consult you when we met. 
Which way are you going?" 

" In the direction of Leyton." 

The Doctor got off his horse, threw the rein over 
his left arm, and walked on by Marston's side. 
" We must marry her 1 " 

"Marry who?" 
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" Sally Jennings ! " 

" To whom ? " 

" That's the question I want to ask you. Who do 
you think would make her a good husband ? " 

" I am incompetent to give an opinion," answered 
Marston. 

The Doctor took his companion's arm, and sink- 
ing his voice, said : " Sally is the prettiest and, 
perhaps, the cleverest girl in the parish, and I have 
no doubt, in spite of her accident, would make an 
excellent wife. Now I don't want to get at any of 
your secrets, my good fellow, but, as you know, I 
have always taken an interest in you, and I flatter 
myself you would not mind doing me a service ; and 
to make a long story short, if you'll marry Sally Jen- 
nings I'll settle four hundred pounds on you the day 
of the wedding." 

Marston jumped as if he had been shot, and seiz- 
ing the Doctor by the collar, he shook him like a 
spaniel, while it was with the gre|ttest diflBculty he 
restrained himself from striking him. 

" You dare to insult me in this manner, sir ! I 
would have you know that William Marston holds 
his honour as high as the highest in the land." 

The Doctor recovering from his surprise regained 
his liberty, and held up his riding-whip in a mena- 
cing attitude. 

'' Lower your arm, sir, or I'll knock you down," 
said Marston. 
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JFire flashed in the Doctor's eye, his Up quivered 
with rage; for a moment he was undecided whether 
he should not chastise his assailant on the spot, Jbut 
that moment saved him from committing an act he 
would ever after have reproached himself for, and 
swallowing his wrath, he said in the true old spirit 
of ideal chivaby, "Pardon me, Marston, I judged 
you by a lower standard than you merit ; perhaps 
also I have done you injustice in another matter." 

Prompt to forgive as to resent an injury, Marston 
replied, "Say no more, sir; pray let this incident 
be forgotten." 

** Good morning," cried the Doctor ; ** I must look 
for help elsewhere if I do not wish to be checkmated." ' 

It required some sharp riding to shake the wrinHes 
out of the Doctor's forehead, after this imexpected 
rebuff. "I ought to have known better," thought 
he, "than to be taught manners by a Kelieving- 
officer. I have never been so completely taken 
aback in all my life. However, as this tub won't 
hold water, I must look out for another pipkin. 
Who is the next most likely man ? " After a little 
reflection, he struck his horse sharply with his heel, 
shouting out " Get up, Ben ; I've got it." 

It had suddenly occurred to him that young Milk- 
wort would suit his purpose. Turning his horse's 
head in the direction of Thomtree, after an hour's 
ride he reached the farm, and found the young 
farmer in the byre. Calling him aside, with more 
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adroitness than in the case of Mars^on, he explained 
the natnre of his visit. At first Milkwort was rather 
astonished, and made sundry objections on the score 
of propriety ; but these were overruled by the Doctor 
promising, in addition to the sum of four hundred 
pounds, to get the house and premises repaired, and 
a new cattle-shed built (if he could persuade the 
Squire to do it). Also he agreed to give him a 
written undertaking for a lease of Thomtree at its 
present rent, as soon as he came into the property. 
The latter contingencies were doubtful ; still to lay 
the heir to a large property under a personal obligation 
was a consideration worth the notice of an Arcadian. 

^ Well," said Milkwort, " your offer is very fair — 
fair and straightforred, I must say ; but if I med 
make so bold. What's your fancy for marrying me to 
Sally?" 

'* Never mind my reasons, Milkwort ; I could give 
you fifty, and you wouldn't believe one, therefore I 
shall say nothing on that head; only, I repeat, if 
you will do your part of the bargain, I'll pay the 
money the morning of the wedding, and give the 
written agreement beside." 

" Done ! " said the young farmer. 
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CHAPTEE XXXV. 

^'Indeed/' said Betty Jennings to Molly Haart a 
week after the events narrated in the last chapter, 
" the men seems dull about our Sally. There's the 
Squire now, he's alius out shooting about our house, 
and I'm sure there isn't a cockrobin nearer than 
half-a-mile. And there's Mr. Milkwort, too, walking 
baout the lanes every evening, and alius Ughtin' his 
pipe at our fire." 

" And what's become o' Mr. Marston ? " 

" Oh, we never sees him now ! " 

"SaU/s a pretty girl," said Molly ; "and I hope 
she's wiser than what she have a bin'." 

The Doctor's plot appeared to have precisely the 
opposite effect to that which he intended. As soon 
as the young farmer's attentions were conspicuous, 
the Squire's interviews with Sally became more 
numerous ; and she, with true female dexterity, grew 
more coy as he waxed bolder. 

Milkwort now began to be uneasy, and conflioti^^^ 
interests augmented his disturbance. He really 
admired and entertained a sneaking liking for the 
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girl, which liking was increased by the Doctor's pro- 
mised dowry. These feelings urged him on ; while, 
on the other hand, he could not avoid confessing it 
was a perilous undertaking to enact the part of rival 
to his landlord. Milkwort plainly saw that there were 
breakers ahead, and longed for light to pilot his bark 
through the broken water, but inky darkness enveloped 
his path. He quietly weighed what advantage it might 
be to himself if he were to turn king's evidence, and 
disclose the plot to the Squire; but he could not 
furive at a satisfactory solution of the question, 
because he was unable to judge how far the feelings 
of his rival were really touched. These doubts, how- 
ever, did not affect the success of his suit ; for Sally 
received his advances most cordially ; and she even 
promised to adcompany him to meeting the ensuing 
Sunday, so that all the world might see they were 
courting. When they took their seat in the most 
conspicuous part of the chapel, Mr. Jones nearly 
knocked over the Bible, so surprised was he at their 
appearance, and Mrs. Milkwort could scarcely re- 
strain her indignation sufficiently to sit still through 
the service. 

Milkwort had seen his widowed mother's indignant 
countenance, and persuaded his lady-love to " bolt " 
with him as soon as the first of the congregation 
moved. Anxious herself to escape a scene she com- 
phed with his request, and got clear off without a 
row. 
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The next day at noon Sally accidentally met the 
Squire as she was carrying home a pitcher of water, 
and narrating the story to him, he nearly died of 
laughing. 

** La, sir, how the people stared when we took our 
seats ! There was a regular rustle, like a shower of 
leaves falling in a wood, and Jones (she always called 
him Jones to the Squire) looked whiter than his 
neckcloth. And as for my old missis she reddened, 
then turned yellow, and back to purple ; I declare I 
expected she would have had a fit. Ij she could 
have got at me, wouldn't she have harrowed my fece 
with her nails ? Oh, the old wretch 1 'twas worth any- 
thing to sit there spiting her ; and I took no notice 
of her, but looked at my book, occasionally lifting 
my eyes to the preiewjher, except now and then I 
stole a quiet glance at my neighbours." 

" And your sweetheart," said the Squire, " how 
did he bear the scrutiny ? " 

"Like a young colt in the shafts longing to bolt, 
but too much afraid of his driver to attempt it. 
'Twas a capital lark, I can tell you. But when I 
gave him his head, didn't he go it ? That's alL" 

"SaUy!" 

^Tes." 

" Tell me," said her companion, " have you found 
out who put young Milkwort up to making love to 
you?" 

" What a question to ask," said Sally, bridling and 
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tossing her pretty head^ *^he was an old sweetheart 
of mine long ago ! " 

** None (rf your vanity, now," said the Squire, with 
a smile ; " everybody knows you're good-looking ; 
and you know that the young farmer has got some 
motive, else he wouldn't have come on so suddenly, 
and with so much eagerness." 

" I can't gratify your curiosity," replied the young 
girl, " because I'm not in the secret ; but FU get it 
out of him, and then you shall know." 

** Eiss me, my pretty one," said the gallant gentle^ 
man. 

Sally lifted up her soft red lips, received the salute, 
and started off to the cottage, on a run. 

The subject of this conversation was smoking a 
pipe after dinner by the kitchen fire when Mr. Jones 
walked in. 

"I want particularly to see you alone," said he; 
** shall we be interrupted here ? " 

** Most likely I 'Spose you walk a-field with me ? " 

"So be it," said the preacher; and, accordingly, 
they left the house together. 

As soon as they were out of earshot of any of the 
servants, the preacher began. " You can guess the 
object of my visit, I suppose. I come here, at your 
poor mother's request, to remonstrate, with you on 
your present course of folly, which, if you persist in, 
will cause your ruin, both in soul and in estate. 
Sally Jennings, in the first place, could never make 
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you a suiteble wife ; and, secondly, if you continue to 
pay attentions to her, you will draw down on your 
head the wrath of that man of Belial, your landlord, 
who has his own designs upon the girl." 

« Well," said the jEarmer— " what else ? " 

^ Haven't I said enough ? Shall I tell you of the 
mental anguish of your widowed mother, whose eyes 
were never closed last night, and who, if she could 
have trusted herself to speak on such a subject, would 
be here herself, to b^ and entreat you to abandoi^ 
your ways ? But, as she said to me this morning — 
^ Mr. Jones, you know I am but a poor lone woman ; 
my spirits are lying in my dear husband's grave; I 
cannot go to Thomtree now ; so you must go for me, 
and tell my son not to break his mother's heart ; and 
besides you can tell him, if he goes on as he's going, 
he'll lose the farm next Michaelmas.' " 

Milkwort swallowed a puff of smoke, and blew 
it out through his nostrils. ^' After all," said 
he, " p'r'aps Fm not the fool mother takes me for. 
But how do you know the Squire's so sweet upon 
Sally?" 

** How do I know ? Why, isn't everybody saying 
that the Doctor's just mad about it, fearing he'U 
marry her ? " 

** You can tell mother," said the -fermer, ** that I 
know which side my bread's buttered, and she needn't 
trouble about me." 

"Do you mean tosay that you will give Sally up ? " 
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" Never you mind, Mr. Jones ; I don't want a dry 
nurse — ^mnch obliged to you all the same." Sticking 
his hands in his pockets and kicking a clod to pieces, 
he looked up at his companion with a self-compla- 
cent air and winked ; whereupon Jones left him. 

The present was evidently a crisis in the young 
farmer's life, and long and deliberately he revolved 
in his mind the point at issue in all its bearings. 
"K I vexes him by marrying Sally, he's sure to 
turn me out — and four hundred pound won't be as 
good as losing this place; and, if I don't marry her, 
I shall offend the Doctor, and lose his money in the 
bargain. What's best to be done? Bot it! I'd 
better see the old chap myself, and tell him all 
about it." 

The Squire had finished his bottle of wine when 
Milkwort called. 

" I can't disturb Master now," said the footman ; 
" but, if you'll wait in the study, I'll let you know 
when he wakes from his nap, if he'll see you or 
not." 

An hour elapsed, when the door of the study opened, 
and Mr. Maddocks entered, holding out his hand. 
Milkwort bowed awkwardly, and hesitatingly touched 
the proffered fingers. 

*' Sit down," said the Squire, throwing himself into 
an arm-chair. " What can I do for you ? " 

" Please, sir," said Milkwort, grasping the seat of 
his chair with both hands, as if to keep himself from 
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falling — " I've been wishing to speak with you em— r- 
em — em ! " 

The Squire, enjoying his embaxrafismeni, resolved 

not to assist hk 

« To speak to you, sir," continued MHkwort, gasp- 
ing for breath. " Dear me, I'm feelin^ very bad " — 
placing his hand on his " bread-basket." 

" Have some gin-and-water hot ?" said his host 

The offer was gratefully accepted; and, primed 
with a tumbler of half-and-half, he once more ven- 
tured to attempt the deliverance of his story. 

" I was sayin', yer honner, as I wished to tell you 
about — ^about Sally Jennings and yourself." 

" What Sally do you mean, sir, and what have I to 
do with any Sally ? " said the great man, angrily. 

"Beg your pardon, sir — I meant no offence ; but if 
youll please to hearken, I'll tell you. I'm thinking 
of marryin' SaQy Jennings, if yer honner have no 
objections." 

"What's the man mean?" cried the Squire. 
" Marry the devil, if you like ! — ^it's all one to 
me. 

" So I was thinkinVsir ; but then one person on an- 
other has been at me, and sayin', * Don't you run your 
head agin the landlord.' * Not if I knows it>' says I ; 
and that's what I wishes to know ! " 

"What do you want to know ? " 

" If what the people says is true, yer honner" 

" What do the people say ? " 
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. "Oh, nothin' much; only there's a lab with 'em 
about yer honner and Sally." 

"Ha! hal hal" roared the Squire; "who told 
you this ? " 

" JN'obody : only the Doctor." 

"The Doctor told you!" 

" No, he didn't tell me ; only he said to me, * Milk- 
wort,' says he * " 

The fanner then narrated the details of the Doc- 
tor's proposition to himself, earnestly enjoining secresy 
on the part of his confidant ; but he said he couldn't 
be easy without telling his landlord, who had always 
been so kind to him. 

"And my brother made this proposition to you, 
did he?" 

•* Yes, sir." 

" All I have to tell you, then, is— keep him to his 
promise." 

" Then I med marry Sally, sir, I s'pose ? " 

" Certainly, as far as I'm concerned." 

" But I'll give her up, if you like ? " 

" Not on my account, sir ! " 

** And yer honner won't turn me out of the &rm if 
I marry her?" 

" On that condition I promise you I won't," said 
the Squire. " Take some more grog." 

The half-invitation, half-command could not be 
refused ; and the result was, the fanner left the Hall 
drunk. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVL 

In vain Sally loitered down the lane that evening. 
No lover came; and she could not understand his 
absence. The following morning the " great man " 
called at the cottc^e for some shot he had left there, 
and stood for some time in the doorway chatting, and, 
amid much laughter, Sally listened to the account 
of Milkworts interview with his landlord; and,atthe 
end of the story, curtly exclaimed — " What a fool 1 " 

" I didn't think the Doctor was so deep, though,'* 
aaid his brother. 

" Men are both sharp and deep where their own 
interests are at stake," remarked Sally. 

Milkwort's heart was greatly lightened in conse^ 
quence of the explanation he had had with his land* 
lord. Nevertheless, he expected a less cold reception, 
and rather calculated on being offered a higher sum 
to give up his beloved than the Doctor had promised 
him, if he married her. His visit was in one sense a 
success; it removed all fear from his mind of in- 
curring the Jovian wrath, while the Doctor would 
remain his debtor as much as ever. 
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" You seem to be in a jolly good-hnmour this eyen- 
ingy" said Sally, as the young fanner put his ann round 
her waists while they strolled beside the sheltered 
hedge. 

"All I want," said he, "is to know if youTl marry 
me as soon as ever we can have onr names called 
over?" 

" Not in the church." 

" In the meeting ? '^ 

" No ; 111 be married in the Begistrar's Office, or 
not at alL" 

'^You shall have your own way.** Thus it was 
agreed that the ensuing Saturday three weeks they 
should be made man and wife. 

The Doctor inwardly chuckled when his frotigi 
made this announcement to him. " I shall save the 
honour of the family, at least ;" thought he. " When 
John takes an idea in his head, there is no knowing 
what absurd lengths be will go." 

Oriana had more than once said of late — " K you 
don't take care, Bichard, your brother unll marry 
that girL" • The next time he saw his wife she was 
able to tell him that the Squire still continued his 
visits, and that everybody said he meant matrimony. 

"Trust me, my dear," the Doctor would reply. 
"John has played a very silly part, I grant; but 
he's not such a fool as you fancy him. Besides^ 
Milkwort is engaged to be married to her, and the 
wedding is to take place ahnost immediately." 
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That night, at supper, the Squire said to him — 
** Can I do anything for you in town, Eichard? " 

" When are you going up ? " ' 

" To-morrow." 

" No, thank you, unless you called at — ^no, never 
mind — ^nothing — ^thanks ! " 

The approaching marriage of Milkwort and Sally 
was the common topic of gossip in the parish. In 
consequence of the attentions of the Squire, the 
latter had become quite a household word in Arcady, 
just as in the year of grace 1862 ladies of rank and 
reputation criticised Anonyma's dress and descanted 
on her conquests. 

The first milliner in Shale End was unequal to 
the task of preparing the irousBeaUy and she had to 
obtain assistance from the county town to enable her 
to make up more than one silk dress. 

Who found the money? The bridegroom of 
course ! It matters not, the money was found, and 
every article paid for as soon as purchased. This 
little fact also was known and commented upon.; 
and, reaching Mrs. Milkwort's ears, it nearly de- 
prived her of reason. 

Choice were the epithets she applied to h^r 
former handmaid, bitter were the invectives levelled 
against her son. 

^' She was an honest woman : she had been mar- 
ried in a stuff gown, and walked to church and back. 
And to think that she had sweated and slaved for 
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flre-end-twenty years: that hear son durald apend Ui 

mother'i gittins in trimming out a w And to 

think that I nursed him throng^ the hoc^im*-eoiig^ 
and scarlet-fever, and measles, and small-poz, when 
all the neighbours said ^yoor killin' yofnrself fcr that 
boy/ — and now for to go and marry Sally Jenmngs 1 
It's wicked, it's worse than wicked; ifs sinfol, no, it's 
worse than sinful, it's aggrayatin', and me a poor 
kme widow woman I ** Here the good lady's feeUngB 
overcame her, and she wept aloud* 

If during any of those cold March mormngs yoa 
had met SaUy Jemungs tripping over the fields to 
the dressmaker's, when the sun shone bright and the 
missel-thrush sang, her dark eyes sparkling with ani- 
mation, her pretty red lips a little apart, and her 
cheeks glowing with health, you would have envied 
the lover of such a lovely creature. K you had fol- 
lowed her into the dressmaker^s room, when she re- 
moved her cloth jacket to fit on her new dresses^ 
your eyes would have brightened at the sight of so 
white a neck and bosom, and so fair a forehead con- 
trasting with the thick masses of wavy black hair 
that rippled back from her brow and fell when 
loosened in rich silky luxuriance over her shouldera. 

** Your skin's as white and soft as any lady's in 
Arcady," said the milliner. 

Sally laughed a low soft musical laugh such as the 
echoes listen to but never answer, lest they should 
spoil it. She looked in the glass, tossed back her 
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head till the dark locks glittered in waves of light, 
pressed her hands on her oval waist, pulled down the 
body of the dress, and smiled, so that a narrow line 
of ivory was visible. 

'^ I must say/' said the milliner, ^^ you'll make a 
pretty bride." 

Time rolled on, and the day arrived for the wed^ 
ding. Punctually at eight o'clock the Doctor ar- 
rived at Thomtree. Milkwort had breakfasted, and, 
with coat off, was standing before the fire with his 
" best man " beside him. 

" You're lucky in the weather," said the Doctor, 
wringing the fEurmer's hand " How long before 
you're off?" 

" D'rectly, sir, d'rectly. I meets Sally at the 
office at ten o'clock." 

'* Oh, she doesn't go with you, then ? " 

*^ No, no I She's rather on her stilts, you see, and 
she says that 'tisn't the fieishion for us to go together ; 
and she and her bridesmaid have got a ' postnshese ' 
from the Blue Boar, and we comes home in that. 
Besides, 'tis six mile out o' my way to call for her ; 
so you see she does as she likes already." 

" That's the way, Milkwort. Never mind, you've 
got the prettiest girl in the country. And now let 
me have a word with you." 

The groomsman left the room. The Doctor pulled 
out four Bank of England notes for one hundred 
pounds each : also a stamped agreement for the per- 
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petual lease of the &rm. All of which Milkwort 
took care o^ with a mild " much obliged to you, sir/' 
by way of acknowledgment. 

The business satisfactorily settled, the Doctor 
shook hands, saying, " your time for starting's up." 

" Tke mare's in the gig," said Milkwort. " Come 
along, Jim." Struggling into his coat, with a huge 
cauliflower of white ribbon at the button-hole, his 
friend being similarly decorated, amid the "hoorays" 
of the farm-servants, he set off to meet his bride. 

Milkwort laughed and joked and told stories on 
the way, good-humouredly smiled, and answered* 
back the quizzing of sundry people who met him on 
the road, drove the old mare at the top of her speed, 
arrived more than half-an-hour too soon, and feeling 
nervous as the time approached, treated himself and 
his friend to a glass of brandy-and- water. 

Eefreshed and encouraged, they adjourned to the 
Office, and found the cringing, bowing, hand-rubbing 
little creature (whom yte have before seen in his 
character as Secretary to the Agricultural Society), 
waiting to perform the ceremony. 

" Fine morning, Mr. Milkwort. Sit down, sir. 
Good day, Mr. Furlong; good day, sir. Nice cool 
morning for a wedding, sir," still rubbing his hands, 
nodding his head, and showing his tobacco-stained 
teeth. 

Neither of the gentlemen seemed disposed to con- 
verse. Milkwort fidgeted on his seat, went to the 
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door, looked up and down the street, from whence 
the post-chaise could not come, returned to the 
office, drummed his heels on the floor, and finally lit 
his pipe in despair. 

Ten o'clock came, eleven, half-past eleven; then 
Milkwort swore, and found rehef. 'A quarter to 
twelve, and the groomsman also swore. The Eegis- 
trar, as the prospect of losing his fee became pal- 
pable, also indulged in a quiet oath. Noon came, 
and no bride. 

" Something must have happened," said Milkwort, 
putting on his hat, and walking out crestfallen and 
sulky. Fearing to encounter the wits at the inn, he 
desired his friend to get the gig and pick him up on 
the road home. 

Sally arranged to dress at the milliner's, who also 
had accepted the office of bridesmaid. That lady 
was rather surprised at the arrival of a large box 
from London, addressed to her care for Miss S. 
Jennings. Sally, accompanied by her mother only, 
arrived at daybreak at the milliner's. Her first 
question was, "Ha. a box come for me?" 

When opened it was found to contain a white 
watered-silk dress, a bridal bonnet with Brussels lace 
veil, a shawl and handkerchief of the same material, 
kid boots, a box of gloves, six complete sets of 
under garments, two handsome gold bracelets, and 
an exquisite pearl necklace. 

^ Good heavens I " exclaimed the milliner. 
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" Oh," said Sally, coolly, ** my man vowed that I 
should be dressed as handsomely as any lady in 
the county, and he's kept his word. Help me to 
dress, there's good people." 

Betty, with mouth wide open, speechless in the 
presence of so much grandeur, was a&aid to totich 
anything. 

The dress fitted tolerably, but required to be 
drawn in in the waist and let out a little in the 
skirt. These alterations were completed in half-an- 
hour, and then the solemn business of the toilet com- 
menced in earnest. 

Never in Arcady had dress wrought sacb. a trans- 
formation. Sally entered the house a country girl, 
she was ready to leave it a beautiful, elegantly* 
dressed lady. Betty literally did not know her own 
child until Sally stooped forward and kissed her. 

The post-chaise was at the door. 

" It's too soon," said the milliner ; " the dock 
hasn't struck eight." 

" It's time we were off," said Sally ; " make 
haste." 

In ten minutes the old vehicle was rattling along 
the road, Sally's trousseau packed on the top. 

" I wish," said the bridesmaid, " you was going to 
be married in church, you would look so pretty 
standing at the altar instead of at a nasty counter." 

Sally smiled. 

" There," said her companion, looking out through 
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the window, *^ there U the old church, and, dear me, 
there's a carriage and four waiting at the gate." 

The post-chaise stopped. 

" Where are we going to ?" said Sally's bewildered 
companion. 

The door opened, the parish-clerk lowered the 
steps, Sally descended, followed by her bridesmaid. 

In tight pantaloons, buff waistcoat, yoluminous 
cravat, and dark blue coat, stood Mr. Maddocks in 
the porcL He gave his arm to the bride: they 
walked up the aisle together ; the bridesmaid and 
clerk closed the procession; behind the altar-rails 
stood the vicar, and in a few moments more Sally 
Jennings became Mrs. Maddocks. 

The Doctor was writing in his study, high busy in 
correcting his paper on " Celts," which Sally Jennings 
had hitherto (as he said) contrived to spoil for him. 
He paused and read ov^ the page he had just com- 
pleted. 

" Having carefully examined several specimens of 
these stone^weapons there cannot be a doubt in the 
mind of any rational person that they are the rude 

™,taa»*iU.I»*l people. Ho.^„ .^l 
the surface may be the edges are always straight 
and, considering the nature of the material, sharp. 
Those found in barrows, of which I have several in 
my possession, bear a very close resemblance to the 
celts discovered in the bone caves of Grower, as well 
as those dug up in the drift. The fonaer, how- 
VOL. L 2 a 
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ever, are more finished^ and are manifestly the 
production of a more skilful people, living at a later 
period. 

" The latter betoken the mdeness of a very remote 
age, when even these (the simplest form of weapon, 
and the most easy of constraction) were finished in 
the roughest manner, proving the existence of a 
race of men of less constructive abiKty than the 
present aboriginal inhabitants of New South Wales, 
whose spears and hatchets are works of art in com- 
parison with the celts. 

" The induction from these facts is evident We 
must throw overboard our old chronology and rele- 
gate the first of the human species to a period of 
remoteness such as the Egyptians wrote of, but 
which we in our self-sufiBcient wisdom have hitherto 
treated with contempt. Nor is this the only revo- 
lution that must follow " 

Here there was a knock at the door. 

" Come in ! " 

" Note for you, sir," said the Doctor's boy. 

" Who brought it ? " 

" James, the clerk, sir ! " 

The Doctor broke the seal and read — 

" Deab Richabd, 

"You always played out your trumps too soon, and 
thereby lost the command of the game. In this case, however, 
you have made a mistake, and played your knave while I held 
the queen — a very childish blunder indeed. Good intentions 
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never make up for imperfect performances. You meant well» 

but you have lost the trick. 

** You will read the notice of my marriage in Monday's * Times.' 

Meanwhile go over to Thomtree and condole with Milkwort* 

He will need all the consolation you can offer; and perhaps 

he will hand over the four hundred pounds you gave him this 

morning. 

" Your attached brother, 

^ John Maddogks. 
" The Vestry Room, 

Shale End, Saturday morning, Nine o'clock." 

The Doctor jumped from his seat> danced romid 
the room, swore a dozen oaths, and rushed off to 
hear Oriana say, " I told you so ! " 

When Milkwort got out of his gig in the farm- 
yard at Thomtree, he found Nixon, the Squire's 
bailiff, waiting for him. With a sly grin the man 
handed him an open paper, whereon he read— 

" The Hall, Shale End, March 16, 18—. 
"Not having fulfilled the one condition stipulated for, I 
herehy give you notice to quit and deliver up into my pos- 
session on the twenty-ninth day of September, 18 — , all those 
farming lands ** 

Milkwort read thus far, and turning pale as a 
sheet, staggered into the house. 

END OP VOL, I. 
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